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(Reduces Excessive Appetite) 


New Reducing “Miracle” 
“DROPEX” REDUCING COCKTAIL 


Proved by Doctors to Reduce Weight 


9 Ibs. in 4 weeks ... 15 lbs. in 2 months ! 
— by Reducing Desire to Overeat 





Clinical Tests Prove Use of 
‘‘DROPEX’’ Reducing Cocktail 
Resulted in Weight Losses 


Averaging 2 Ibs. per week 
’ By curbing 

desire to 

overeat. 
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SIXTH WEEK 


11.9 Ibs LOST 






CUMULATIVE | 
AVERAGE “ 
WEIGHT LOSSES 
OF NORMAL 
OVERWEIGHT 
PEOPLE TESTED 


JF you are. overweight due to 

overeating and want to lose 9 
to 15 pounds, try “DROPEX.” 
Just add a dropperful of the new 
“DROPEX” Reducing Cocktail 
to your favorite drink before each 
meal and let “DROPEX” curb 
your excessive appetite. 


“DROPEX” Reducing Cocktail 
has been proven by doctors who 
tested it on a group of normal 
overweight men and women. The 
doctors’ tests showed a safe, 
steady reduction of weight every 
week with “‘DROPEX” Reducing 
Cocktail. Average losses were 9 
Ibs. in 4 weeks and 15%, lbs. in 
2 months. 


Naturally, weight losses vary 
in individual cases. In clinical 
tests “‘DROPEX”’ was consistent- 
ly successful. ‘“cDROPEX’’ may 
not be consistently successful in 
all cases, but you take no risk in 
trying ‘“‘DROPEX” on our Money 
Back Guarantee. You have noth- 
ing to lose but fat—-so easily, so 
safely, so pleasantly. 








MONEY BACK 











is new and 
- pleasant, 


““DROPEX”’ 
different . . 
tangy taste. 











In Doctors’ Tests ‘‘DROPEX" 
Users Lost Average 
of 2 Pounds Per Week 


—wWithout Special 
—wWithout Exercises 


Diets 


“DROPEX” Reducing Cocktail 
was carefully tested on a group 
of overweight men and women. 
The results from taking 
“DROPEX”’ delighted the doc- 
tors supervising the tests, as 
well as the overweight men and 
women. Many of the people who 
took ‘“IDROPEX’” had used 
other products without success 
but with “DROPEX”’ the aver- 
age weight loss was 2 pounds 
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ag | 2S /nstantly! Easily! You get the very hair beauty 
new STYLES you want most...when you comb a little of your 


own hair into your Howard tresses... 


Glamourous Howard Wigs—Actually help many women grow new heads of hair of their own! 


. ” All over wig 
ariciytish exciting ‘curls, lustrous 


waves. Easy to re-style. Fit-Rite 
Perma-cool make. Onty 


WAY HAV 
BEAUTIFUL HAI 


@ Never more will you worry, “Does my hair 
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your hair. 5 Jony 2 © 
: Extrerich. thick 


The happiness of a “new hat” or a 
“new dress” is nothing... compared to your joy 
when you see what 
Howard can do for you. 
uilalltihialimeartrtviry / HOWARD tresses, DEPT. A-26 
7 317 West 125th St. ¢ New Werk 27, N. Y. 
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Yes, you! You're the one who has to 
make up your mind about Tampax. No 
one’s going to take you by the hand and 
lead you up to this product. It’s your 
decision—your own personal decision— 
to change to internal sanitary protection. 

It's a decision many women make in 


the summertime... and there are very 
obvious reasons for that. 
Clothes become lighter, more 
clinging. You'd like to wear 
sanitary protection that’s in- 
visible, once it’s in place. Odor 
and chafing may be serious problems. 
fampax eliminates both. 

Then, too, Tampax has a very special 
warm weather advantage; it can be worn 
while you're swimming. How free you'll 
feel co plan week-end trips, to take your 
vacation any time! And remember, too, 
that the guest who carries Tampax with 
her mever has any disposal problems. 

Get Tampax at any drug or notion 
counter, and why not get the economy 
package? It holds an average 4 months’ 
supply. Any Tampax package, by the 
way, is so small and inconspicuous; 
month's supply goes into purse. There's 
2 choice of 3 absorbencies: Regular, 
uper, Junior. Tampax Incorporated, 
Palmer, Mass. 
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NO 000R 
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SIX STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 


Son Of Intermarriage..............0 ee ee cee cee ceneecerecccvoeroeres 16 
Ralph was so in love with Jean that he never bothered to mention his race until 
after their marriage, but he was unprepared for what followed. 


My Terrible Sim... ..........ccccccccccccscrcensccccccecvsesscreses 19 
When Clarence admitted being in love with another woman, Helen knew there 
was but one thing to do, find her, but when she did, she received a shock. 


Wagabomd Virgin ........ 52sec cc ciccccscccccccccseceseesvseseveses 26 


Playing the part of a lonely widow, Hazel set out to ruin a few of the town’s 
male reputations, but before she realized it, her plan backfired. 
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All set to run off with her cousin’s husband, Della had just about convinced 
herself that she was doing nothing wrong until the phone rang. 

Wife Thief 
It cost Rodney plenty to buy another man’s wife, but if he had only known what 
her husband knew, he could have gotten her without spending a cent. 

ee n.d acd dudes > «s+ one bee euNee ee seen eee 34 


What should a philandering woman do when she discovers her lover has another 
woman? Luckily for Rita, the answer came as hope was almost gone. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 


Is Divorce Really Necessary? ............-2.ccccccccccccccccccesocees 10 
With a husband much older than herself, Emily found that she had a lot of free 
time on her hands, but instead of being a blessing, it proved a curse. 


I NE I oc bs nie gins oc ee ev rew ites ourves By Sally Blair 22 
Sultry Sally Blair wanted a singing career, but when her shape brought more 
raves than her torchy love ballads she changed her mind. 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: I am 26 

years old and have had a lot of ex- 
perience with all types of girls, but there 
is one girl who has me stranded and I 
want your advice. You see, in 1950 I 
met this girl but she was already mar- 
ried. When I came into her life she had 
already broken up with her husband and 
fell in love with me. At the time I was 
also married. 

We went together steady for almost 
three years but broke up because she ac- 
cused me of going with another girl. I 
don’t love my wife although I have been 
with her off and on for six years. We 
have three children and she sent me to 
jail for a year for non-support of the 
kids. Since I have been out I went back 
to her thinking she would have changed 
but she hasn’t. 

This letter isn’t exactly about my wife 
but about the other girl who in the mean- 
time has married my uncle. She says 
that she still loves me, so we decided to 
write to you for advice. 

JOHN S. 
Dear John: 

Your first responsibility is to your 
family, and no matter how much you 
dislike your present wife it is up to you 
to take care of the children. I would sug- 
gest that you let your former girl friend 
stay married to your uncle. If she ever 
intended to marry you, she would have 
waited until you were divorced. Go back 
'o your wife and family and stay there! 

I'm not saying that this will be the 
easiest thing (Continued on Page 75 ) 



















































remarkable, new FRONT ZIPPER 


SHAPE-0-LETTE 


V nips waist V provides uplift 
V slims silhouette—tike nothing else can! 





aT) 





goest 


Picking an underfashion isn’t enough anymore 
—it must be selected to give you the smooth, 
new, unbroken silhouette! And anyone can 
have today’s trim, tapered, pencil slim sh 
with remarkably different SHAPE-O-LETTE. 
Just ZIP for instant FIT! No more stretching, 
straining . . . no more cup pinching . . . no 
bulges, rolls—anywhere! Powerful, all Lastex 
action-back provides firm comfortable sup- 

port without ugly crease marks. Here is an 
ingenious all-in-one that is altogether the 
season’s most daring, most exciting figure- 
builder. Best of all—sensationally new, wonder- 
fitting, front-zipper SHAPE-O-LETTE costs little 


more than longline bra alone! 





WHITE PINK BLUE BLACK 
A cup, 32-38 B cup, 34-40 C cup, 38-42 


46 E. 17th St, N.Y. C. 











City, Zone, State 
Money-Back Guarantee! ff not delighted, | may return in 10 caysi 





Adjustable straps included. 





Coes Yous 


» BEBOP" 


PEASIMMUTY CLASSES 


BEBOP* Glasses make you real 
ent, highlight your personal 
make you more attractive. The fine al 

n tint — 
to weer. 


ity lenses—in clear white or 
have no power and are re 





Ne. 616 GEORGIA PEACH. 
alluring, these By. By glasses 
Gold plated brow and ear pieces. 


wear. Perfect for every occasion. 
Clear, Green or Rose Tinted lenses. 






















DAISY 
DREAM 


Diamond 
type jewels 
twinkle in the delicate Mother-of- 


tips distinguish the ear pieces and make. 
















Rage and 


attractive — 
they're really men 
Catchers! Smart Demi- 
Amber Brown or Black 
frames with Gold 
plated trim. Genuine 
optical zyi frames. 


We. 222 BEAU CATCHER DELUXE ©. 
The only genuine optical Bops 
with real GOLD FILLED trim. 

Biack or Shell frames. $395 























Pear! Daisies that ornament this 
beauty. A wonderful frame for 
come-hither’’ eyes. Your choice of 
Brown or Black frames. A “must” 
for special occasions. 






















Ne. 284 WE-MAN 
Women love this new 
look. Distinguished 
straight top in Tortoise 
Sheli, Black or Brown 
genuine optical zy! 
frame. Special wire- 
core orgerd permits 


instant ad 


justment for 
perfect fit. 






$495 











on Black, 
or Pink. 


We. SIT A 

BATE BAIT. 
Glittering, 

24 K. Gold plated 
bow- knots bait your 
trap neatly. 
Seductively beautiful 


*REG. US. 
PAT. OFF. 









Brown, Blue 
Pearl frames. 


$395 


Vaenman OPTICAL CO.,201 F Market St., Newark 2,N.J. 








Ne. 106 GLAMOUR BOP-TOP 
Saucy eyes dance demurely behind 
giasses of smart simplicity. Choose Biue 
or Pink Pearl frames for your feminine 
moments — Brown Shell or Black for your 


Career Girl days. $395 


HERMAN OPTICAL 


201 F Market St.. Newark 2 








CO. 





| Please send C.0.D. Style No. | 
| bens Color Frame Color | 
| Name : . | 
| Address | 
| City.. : Zone State | 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 













HE MONTH OF June has wide 

meaning and significance which has 
a variation according to locality. It is 
the beginning of summer in the more 
southerly places and the high spot of 
spring in the northern sections. 

It is the month of the June bride, an 
established present-day custom carried 
forward from ancient Rome and named 
from the Junius gens, a group of fam 
ilies claiming descent from a common 
ancestor and united by a common name 
and common religious rites. 






























Juno was an ancient goddess, the wife 






of Jupiter, presiding over marriage and 




























women; alsc, a woman of imposing fig- SUPI 
ure or appearance. Thus, the month of think 
June has its identity with marriage and ff of the ke 
the picturesque, statuary presentation of § jumps uy 
the bride in her wedding gown and veils, 9 or whirl: 
The planets bring domestic and family § all for | 
prominence to the fore during June of ff that his 
this year more so than in many other ff 0 make 
years, because the planet Jupiter, the § one of | 
great benefic according to astrology, has wonderft 
just entered the sign Cancer where he J When I fi 
continues to June, 1955. Milton 
The Zodiacal sign Cancer is the sign Defiance, 
of the family, domestic life, the wife, Goings, a 
mother, women and the household. § tented ro 
Jupiter in this part of the heavens sig § ™embers 
nifies much expansion and a widespread who were 
interest in the home and family side of these ban 
life. very popu 
Cancer is a fruitful sign so this im 30's. 
plies an increase in the birth rate. From As ac 
a mental standpoint, the sign Cancer has | was alw 
to do with the emotions, feelings, and _™ in J 
psychic temperament. Many persons — Pano play 
born under the sign Cancer have diff the most t 
culty in determining whether they are § "Watch | 
thinking and (Continued on Page 4) in the spr 
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BY MRS. MILT BUCKNER 


| SUPPOSE THE average person 
thinks of Milt Buckner as the clown 
of the keyboard—the fat little man who 
jumps up and down on his organ bench 
or whirls around on his piano stool— 
all for laughs. 
that his greatest talent is not this ability 
to make people laugh. But practically 


Some people do realize 


none of them realize what a completely 
wonderful person he is. I didn’t myself 
when I first met him. 

Milton met me at my own home in 
Defiance, Ohio. My late father, Henry 
Goings, and my mother, Bertha Goings, 
tented rooms in our large house to the 
members of bands and theatrical troupes 
who were playing in the area. One of 
these bands was that of Jimmy Rochelle, 
very popular in the rmid-West during the 
20's. 

As a child and small-town teen-ager 
| was always thrilled at the talent of the 
men in Jimmy’s band. There was one 
piano player, “Ab,” whom I thought was 
the most talented musician alive. I used 
owatch him practice by the hour. Then 
inthe spring of 1935 when the Rochelle 


group checked in, I found “Ab” was no 
longer with them. In his place was a 
fat little fellow whom I immediately 
dubbed “Butterball.” This, 
was Milt. 

Because I had been such a fan of 
_—s 
even though he was just a kid like me. 
When I did see Milt at the piano, | 
laughed until I cried. “Why, he doesn’t 
play a piano,” I whooped. “He claws it! 
He bangs it!” I disliked his style—and 
him. 

But Milt was such a good guy. 
my outspoken slurs failed to nettle him. 


of course, 


I was all set to criticize Milton 


Even 


He maintained a friendly, pleasant atti- 
tude that bit by bit made me feel just 
a little ashamed. I watched how he be- 
haved with the other fellows, with my 
mother and father, with my sisters and 
They all thought he was a 
mighty good sport. 

I began to peek at him around corners 
during the day when he was writing 


brother. 


music or practicing the piano. Some- 
times he would play something classical 


for me. Some- (Continued on Page 64) 












NEW OFF-SHOULDER SENSATION 


STRAP 
EZE 


Amazing new 
Construction 
Gives Beautiful 
Free Shoulders 
Without Cutting 


Straps 
ONLY 


Now bare your lovely shoulders yet 
keep full support and control. New, 

can’t slip 
the elimination of old-design cut- 
ting straps. 


APLETE STRAP LIBERATION 
with STRAP EZE 


Heretofore, the only way to overcome the annoying soy uncomfort- 
able shoulder strap ‘‘cut’’ or strain was to switch to a strapless 
bra. Now, lem has been solved, simply and “effectively, 
with off-the- cneaer o straps. age ee og elastic 4 


dereties, sc to stay put at all a. take the 
pe of t the shoulders and still mye | wonderful support. The 
thrilling news is that this new strap actually 
glorifies the bust. Add to this 2 a t.. .F. proportioned uplift cup, 
conter darts fer positive in the result is a truly 
revolutionary all- ae brassiere! In long- —_ high — 
broadcloth . culously tailored throughout. 
tom stitching. oy to fit EVERYONE. 


Long Line model, only $2.98 with 5” elastic cinch = ggh he to flatten 
your midriff? beautifully and give you s narrowed, 
figure- —— di: I Front poke fe r f vantage of 
the agonal straps. lor easy fas 
od ing. Compare it to brassieres selling for 
$15 and more. 


Order today at these low introductory prices. 
We make this special offer because we are 
so sure you will es with your = 









NEW 



















Style A — Bandeau sizes 32 to 44 — 
Cups A, B, C 

High test superb Broadcloth__$1.96 
as a ig te midriff Controller 
—Cups B D, and E in Super 
Woot’ High Count it Broadcloth 
Sizes 34 to 42____.__82.98 
Mines 44 to 60 wenustinie SUD 








The $. J. Wegman Co., Lynbrook, N. Y. Dept. A-528 
Rush my new 3 in 1 STRAP EZE at once. © 8 om ant Gains 
after ten days FREE trial for prompt refund 


Cup Size. 
Long Line a 


__, 
Rend ¢.0.D, 1 ou pay postman on delivery plus a few cents 


0 Penrose enclose payment. bod S. te Weaman ( in post 
‘o. will pay age. 
Ee, i 
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Whether he loves you . . . or loves you 
not .. . largely depends on whether your 
complexion is light and lovely . . . or dark 
and dull. 


Get NADINOLA now at your drug store 
or toilet counter. See for yourself what 
millions have already proven about its 
wonderful bleaching and clearing action. 
See how it gives your skin that creamier, 
brighter, clearer appearance that makes 
men look at you with new interest—and 
causes women to exclaim, ‘‘How lucky 








DON’T DEPEND ON DAISIES! 
BE SURE WITH A LIGHT, CLEAR COMPLEXION! 


she is to have such lovely, light skin!” 
NADINOLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 
There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both are guaranteed to 
satisfy you completely or your money 
back. Get NaprIno.a right away! 


ADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


JUST ONE JAR will make your 
complexion brighter and lovelier! 





to SAVE 
$100 a Year 


with perpetual Date & 
Amount Bank. 25c a 
day automatically keeps 
Calendar up to date 
and totals amount 
saved. Forces you to 
save a quarter every 
day, or calendar won’t move. Also registers 
total amount in bank. Guaranteed mechanism 
and key. Use year after year. Start saving 
right away. Order several. Reg. $3.50. Now 

nly $1.98 ppd. Send order to LEECRAFT, 
Dept 6-TN, 300 Albany Ave., Brooklyn 13, N. Y. 








Amazing New Creme Color Shampoo 


RE-COLORS HAIR 


IN 17 MINUTES 


Now change streaked, gray, 
graying or drab hair to a new 
lustrous youthful-looking 
ry Tintz Creme Color 
Shampoo today. It’s a new 
hair coloring that recolors hair 
at home as it shampoos. Takes 


only 17 minutes. No Dey for 
results. It’s easy — no 
— mixing. Won't wash or i 
Get your choice of color wee: w 


in “Ash Blond, Gold Blond, Red Blo 
Blond, Lt. Warm Brown, Lt. aon, 
Med. Warm Brown, Dk. Warm Brown, Dk. 
. Med. 






. Brown, Black, Jet Black. 
Deposit with postman on delivery 

SEND NO MONEY 2ep2e': wie» postman on. delivers 

MONEY BACK Guarantee of satisfaction. (Enclose $1.80 

tax incl.—Tintz pays postage.) Mail order today to: 

TINTZ CO., Dept. 723H, 230 N. Michigan, Chicago 1, iil. 





poems of 
devotion 


PREDICTION 
A year ago this tear 
We drank champagne 
From the same glass, 
Swearing undying love, 
And mingling kisses deliriously ; 
Though champagne became bitter tea, 
For you, for me, 
Let’s be gay, old friend! 
Someone may yet come 
Bringing sugar for you, 
Fresh champagne for me. 
















Bill Smallwood 
GIVE ME BACK MY TIME 


You do not love me now, so please 
Return the wasted days 

When I to you on bended knees 
Gave undeserving praise. 






















And give me back each squandered 
smile, 
Return each wasted thought; 
| want back every passing while 
I gave to you for nought. 









And though for you my love is o’er 
I’d save you from the crime 
Of keeping things you own no more, 


So give me back my time. 
A. G. Bennett 


PERSPECTIVES 
Futile to chide the stinging shower, 
Or prosecute the thorn, 
Or set a curse upon the hour 
In which my love was born. 















All’s done, all’s vanished, like a sail 
That’s dwindled down the bay. 
Even the mountains vast and tall 
The sea dissolves away. 
Dudley Randall 
SURRENDER 
Your eyes penetrate the deep recesses of 
my animal being . 









And I stand . . . naked . . . before your 
gaze. 

Realizing, at last, that I am . . . al 
woman, and... all yours. 





So love this thirsty heart, and wound me 
tenderly, 

For you are “Master” 
as the clear dawn chases the 
naughty night. 





. . as surely 








Frances E. Davenpott 














Letters To The Editor 


DOROTHEA TOWLES 


I am a constant reader of TAN. I enjoy 
all of the stories and features. In my esti- 
mation, they are the best of any magazine 
published. But never have I enjoyed any fea- 
ture as much as “What It Takes To Be A 
Model” by Dorothea Towles. It was the most 
heart-warming and inspiring of any article | 
have ever read. 

The cover and photographs of her were sim- 
ply wonderful. Personally I think everyone, 
and every girl should read this amazing story- 
lecture, whether she cares to be a model or 
not. There are points stressed in Miss Towles’ 
program that are excellent in any progressive 


field. 
Charles E. Shuck 
New York, N. Y. 

I really did enjoy the article “What It 
Takes To Be A Model” by Dorothea Towles 
in the March issue of TAN. Being from a 
small town, we were honored at her presence 
here last April in her one-woman fashion 
show. 

She is very beautiful and the clothes she 
modeled would take one’s breath away. Later 
that night I met and talked with her personal- 
ly at the reception given in her honor and | 
can truthfully say she is a very charming per- 
son and an asset to our race. 

Dorothy Brittenum 
Bartlesville, Okla. 


‘SEX WAS MY DOWNFALL’ 

I am a new reader and when I finished the 
story “Sex Was My Downfall,” it occurred to 
me that since Johnny did not end his story 
with a solution, he should forget the girl and 
start life anew. 

I really cannot see how he could be in love 
with a girl that treated him like a fool. Some 


day I hope that Johnny will find a nice sweet 
girl who will really fall in love with him and 


he with her. 
C. E. Wilson 
Georgetown, Kentucky 
‘I HAD TO SHARE MY GIRL’ 
“I Had To Share My Girl” was a wondrous 
confession that I know touched many hearts 
over here in the “land of the morning calm;” 
because we are experiencing such and are sur- 
rounded by it daily. TAN is the best magazine 
of its kind. I’ve been getting it now for over 
a year and think there is no other like it. 
S/Sgt. Ross J. Vallery 
Survan, Korea 


MORE ABOUT EARTHA 


I enjoy reading TAN and it gives me a great 
feeling to know that my people can be judged 
and seen now for what they really are, human 
beings. 

The Eartha Kitt article about what kind of 
man she would like to marry, well judging 
from her write-ups, she hasn’t done so well. 
You see, I am a childhood friend of Sammie 
Davis, from the time when he used to live and 
work at the Dunbar Theater in Detroit and | 
know for a fact that he doesn’t compare to any 
article that Miss Kitt has put out so far. 

John R. Muckens 
Detroit, Mich. 
‘I WAS A CALL GIRL’ 

I am a steady reader of TAN. | want to con- 
gratulate you on the January issue. I enjoyed 
all of the stories, but I really go for the one “I 
Was A Call Girl.” 

I am a teenager and | think all teenagers 
should read that story. Keep up the good 
work. 

Fannie B. Hathecock 
Chicago, III. 


WANTS BIBLE VERSES 

I have been reading TAN magazine for a 
long time and | think it is great. I am 16 
years old and I like to read, also write. | 
hope some day to become a great writer. 

I think it would be very nice to have a Bible 
verse in TAN because so many people don't 
read the Bible, but almost everyone reads 
TAN. 

Alsacia L. Johnson 
Weimar, Tex. 


COLOR IS NONSENSE 


I am an Indian reader of TAN magazine 
and I have enjoyed reading colored books for 
many years. They have some very interesting 
stories in them. 

Here is something I can’t understand. Why 
do you colored people complain about the col- 
or of a person all the time—who is black and 
who is light? This is nothing but nonsense. 
Be satisfied with yourself and thank the good 
Lord for making you what you are. 

Tamara Knight 
Spartanburg, S. C. 


BARBARA VELASCO 


I read your February issue of TAN. I am 
interested in a certain young lady’s address 
whose story was titled “I’m Not Afraid To 
Say Yes.” If possible I would like to have 
her address. Her name is Barbara Velasco. 

A/3c Joseph E. Thomas 
Sheppard AFB, Tex. 


WONDERFUL MAGAZINE 


I must compliment you on such a wonder- 
ful magazine. I’ve been reading it for a year 
now and think your magazines are wonderful. 

Cpl. Mance Stephenson 
Skokie, Til. 
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“Easier surer protection for your most intimate marriage problem 


Zc, (Protection trom germs) 


Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new 
formula combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new 
base melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective 
film that permits long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


P 4 DLDrrdanant (Protection from odor) 


Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and found to be more 
effective than anything it had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing odors, 
yet have no “medicine” or “disinfectant” odor themselves. 


x CG auc (So easy to use) 

Norforms are small vaginal suppositories that are so easy and 
convenient to use. Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or 
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Your druggist has them in boxes of 12 and 24. 
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\ll her life. Emily had believed that divorce was sinful 


but after a year of marriage to George. an older man, 


she wondered whether she was misinformed. 


on \ E’VE NEVER had a divorcee 


in our family before.” my 
er declared angrily. “and Im 
coing to stand for any such 
lal now!” 
| stared at the tall stern-faced 
who had been my protector and 
sellfor all my life and tried not 
become emotional about ou 
irrel. When IT was a child, I came 
think of my father as one of the 
faced prophets pictured on my 
lay Schocl cards. with thunder 
is voice and lightning flashing 
his eves. I would have died 
er than disobey his slightest 
But now something within me 
elled: | was no longer a child, 
tried to reason with him. “Would 
i rather see me unhappy for the 
‘of my life? People don’t con+ 
r divorce a terrible thing nowa- 
— Dad.” 
at stopped his pacing. took his 
from his mouth and looked 
1 at me as if I were a little girl 
Emily. it wouldn't be so bad if 
had some good reason.” he 
“but what is your reason? 
rge is a good husband to you, 
int deny that. Does he drink? 


gamble? Or run around with 
here are other reasons.” | in- 


Not important ones!” Dad 
ed. His voice rose in righteous 
nation. “Incompatibility a 
oa 

excuse for promiscuity: 


sighed helplessly. All this wran- 


eling was getting us nowhere. | 
glanced over at my mother, sitting 
quietly with her fingers busy with 
her knitting. It had always been the 
same: not once could | remember 
her standing up to Dad. or voicing 
an opinion that was different from 
his. She was a sweet. lovable per- 
son. but one of those women who 
meekly accept male authority _be- 
cause that’s the way things were 
meant to be. 

This wasnt a typical “running 
home to Mama”™ scene: | had turned 
to my parents because I had a prob- 
lem. I wanted to discuss my mar- 
riage calmly. to try and find some 
solution, but all | had gotten was a 
lecture from Dad. 

I stood up and began to put on my 
coat. “Well—I guess I'll be going,” 
I said. I went over and planted a 
warm kiss on Mom/’s cheek. 

She reached up and gave me a 
comforting pat. 

“You re a good girl. Emily.” she 
murmured. “Youll do the right 
thing.” 

I smiled with an assurance I cer- 
tainly didnt feel. “Sure, Mom. 
things will work out—they ve gof 
to!” | checked the time on the 
clock on the mantel. “I think I can 
make the last train back to the city. 
so well. goodbye.” 

I gave Dad a dutiful peck. but he 
did not soften at all. His parting 
words rang in my ears as | walked 
through the night to the tiny sub- 
urban depot. “And remember.” he'd 


declared. (Continued on Page 48) 
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CUTS and SCRAPES 


DON’T neglect a small cut. 


DO use iodine or other antiseptic. 
When bleeding stops, spread on a 
protective film of ‘Vaseline’ Petro- 
leum Jelly. Bandage loosely only 
if cut will be exposed to dirt. 


DON’T bandage a scrape before 
cleaning with mild soap and water 
or mild antiseptic. 


DO use ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly 
to promote healing, prevent a 
hard scab. 


No family should ever be without 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly! Used 
in hospitals and clinics, it’s medi- 
cally approved for home first-aid. 
Put a jar or tube of ‘Vaseline’ 
Petroleum Jelly in your medicine 
chest today. 

THE VASELINE 

BRAND IS YOUR 

GUARANTEE OF 


Simple, safe, soothing 


ve FIRSEAID KIT 


Look for the trade mark VASELINE, 
owned by the Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons'd 
and you can be sure the product's pure. 
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It’s easy to be SURE! 





New Vanishing Cream Deodorant Proved 


1/2 TIMES MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 
UNDERARMS DRY and ODORLESS 


Rub It In—Rub Odor Out... 
Rub It In—Rub Perspiration Out 


USED DAILY, Arrid gives you a new kind of 
protection from perspiration and odor— 
rubbed-in protection. Arrid, the vanishing 
ream deodorant, now contains magic new 
PERSTOP. Just rub Arrid in—rub odor out. Rub 
Arrid in—rub perspiration out. Rub Arrid in 
daily for this exclusive 5-way protection: 
1. Prevents the appearance of under- 
arm perspiration, with the super-effective 
antiperspirant action of PERSTOP. 

2. Removes odor from perspiration in- 
stantly, surely, on contact. 


3. Gives 1% times more security! 
Doctors’ tests prove Arrid, when used daily, 
is 1% times more effective than any other 
leading deodorant tested. 


4. Safe for clothes. Safe for finest fabrics. 
5.A pure, white, stainless vanishing 
cream. Safe for normal skin. 


men and women 
use ARRID than any 


other deodorant! 


Don‘t be HALF-SAFE. 
Use ARRID to be sure! 


43¢ 


plus tax 





Got Reler trom itching, stinging, 


burning of 


**When I had tetter on my legs the itch- 
ing, burning really bothered me. A 
friend recommended Black and White 
Ointment. It certainly gave me relief 
from the stinging, itching torment. 
From now on, I’m keeping Black and 
White Ointment handy.” 


Lewis Nichols 
Bluefield, W. Va. 


Over $1Miltion Packages Sold 


Ease itching, stinging of 
blackheads, acne, eczema, 
simple ringworm, get Black 
and White Ointment. Gives 
welcome relief to this dis- 
comfort 25¢, 604, 85¢ sizes. 
To cleanse your skin, use 
Black and White Skin Soap. 


BLACK 4x0 WHITE OINTMENT 





By James Goodrich 


ERB JEFFRIES is one well-known 
singer from whom little has been 
heard on recordings of late. But that 
may not be the case for long, judging 
by the current lively response of fans to 
a recent disc the mellifluous-voiced bari- 
tone waxed for Trend. The recording 
a coupling of two newies, Wicked 
Woman and One Night in Acapulco—is 
inaking for brisk sales én record marts 
and has evoked enthusiastic praise from 
some strict critics. 

Downbeat called the flip “the best side 
that Jeffries has had in months.” That 
comment alone probably will be enough 
to encourage record people to come up 
with more Jeffries on platters. 

Herb’s strong appeal on the Trend re 
lease could be due to the material he has 
to work with. Both songs appear to be 
made to order for him with his easy 
style. Wicked Woman, title song of a 
Hollywood movie, is a bluesy mood 
piece. One Night in Acapulco is relaxed. 

Success of the Trend record has 
marked a rise in Herb’s stock as an en 
tertainer. Prior to its release, for exam- 
ple, he was asking for no more than 
$1000 a week on night club engagements. 
Now he is demanding $2500 flat. His 
fee for other types of engagements has 
been scaled sharply upward also. 

With his current Trend hit, Herb is 
making his second bid for top recording 
honors. He made his first some four 
years ago on Columbia. At the time, the 
diskery foresaw a great future for him 
and inked him (Continued on Page 80) 
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By Dan Burley 


- SALESGIRLS: The big money in show business 

for colored girls today is labeled sex. Without it, such 
entertainers might just as well forget it. Lena Horne re- 
mains a big name today because Barney Josephson at his 
Cafe Society, Downtown, in New York, taught her all 
that slinky stuff and husky, throaty singing of “My Man” 
songs. In fact, there were three others in on the deal in 
creating today’s glamour queen. They were Leonard 
Feather, the British journalist and Down Beat Magazine 
critic, Phil Moore, the coach-pianist and bandleader 
Charlie Barnett. All that business of lighting, expressive- 
ness with the hands, proper gowns and how to walk were 
taught the former Noble Sissle band vocalist long before 
she reached Hollywood. And Lena was just another chorus 
girl when she started at the Cotton Club! 

ee 6@ ®@ 

The same goes for Hazel Scott, a special protégée of 
Barney. Although Josephson’s main patron and spon- 
sor, John Hammond Jr., used to hide his head under 
the table when Hazel sat down at the Steinway for her 
boogie-woogie assault on the classics, Barney stuck by 
his guns, helped Hazel develop her terrific flair for 
exotic showmanship and by the time she graduated to 
his Cafe Society, Uptown, she was the talk and toast of 
two continents. Hazel learned well one of the first 
lessons of sex salesmanship: how to walk and how to 
wear clothes. Then came the combining of her piano 
playing with the lessons she learned in sex and the rest 
is history. A long climb for a girl who began as an 
obscure boxbeater in the basement cabaret at Dick 
Wheaton’s in Harlem! 

ee 8 @ 

Of all the dancers less likely to succeed, buxom, breasty 
Katherine Dunham fitted that specification when she ar- 
rived unsung on the Harlem scene from Chicago back in 
1939. The Negro show-going public wasn’t educated to 
seeing colored performers “dance in their bare feet” and 
such art was viewed with great suspicion, especially when 
slender, reedlike young men who speak with a lisp and 
walk with a swish, spent their time jumping up and down, 
crouching low and skittering around on the floor. People 
could “see” toe dancing as a kind of “white folks” art, but 
this new “barefoot” deal was something else. 

So, Dunham, who had operated a school in Chicago, 
had to go where she would be understood and selected the 
Labor Stage as her spot. She had to sell her dances as 
“Haitian Folk Art.” In her first Sunday afternoon dance 
concert, she appeared wearing a native costume exhibiting 
those healthy, trim legs and hips with a cigar stuck at a 
rakish angle in her mouth. Today, even Aly Kahn, richest 
man on earth, makes passes at her. 

There wasn’t much to look at (Continued on Page 72 ) 
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... special cooking secret seals in 
natural flavor... removes odors! 


Already cooked in their natural 
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enjoy in minutes...just heat and 
serve! Try Krey Chitterlings and 
Hog Maws today! 
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TEEN 


‘TALK 


By Jane Walters 


—_ A RECENT dinner party 
one fond parent related the story of 
how her 13-year-old son had been un- 
kindly rebuked in front of his classmates 
by his high school teacher for causing a 
disturbance in the science class. She ex- 
plained that she had wanted to take the 
matter up personally with the teacher, 
but to her surprise her son had retorted: 
“Aw, it was nothing. Stop yapping 
about it. I just got caught in the act.” 

The mother added: “He was actually 
resentful because I wanted to know all 
about the details of the situation. I don’t 
understand the boy at all these days.” 

Another bewildered mother at the din- 
ner chimed in: 

“My daughter is a mystery to me too. 
First, she insists that I permit her to do 
things on her own, and the very next 
week, she is likely to complain that I do 
not do enough things with her.” 

Well, one expert on teen-agers says 13 
is the age when youngsters just don’t 
want their parents prying into their af- 
fairs; they are “moody, quiet and with- 


| drawn.” It is nothing to worry about, 


however. The best thing to remember is 
that it is a period when their feelings are 
pulling them backward and forward. 

In fact, one educator says that by the 
time children are 14, they are better able 


| to conform. At that time they are burst- 
| ing with enthusiasm and want to accept 


a great deal more responsibility than they 
are prepared to handle. 

But the entire teen-age period is a 
string of yearly character, personality, 
interest and outlook changes. During this 
time, parent leadership is more impor- 
tant than ever before. This leadership in- 
cludes conveying hope and faith to the 
youngsters and showing them that they 
can have moments of enjoyment and 
times of relaxation and thoughtfulness 
and calm. 

Often when youngsters stop pouring 
eager confidences into the willing ears of 


their parents and adopt aloof, polite, 
withdrawn attitudes, parents become anx- 
ious and alarmed and worry over the pos- 
sibility of loosening the family ties. 

“My 15-year-old daughter used to want 
me to go to parties with her or tell me all 
about them. Now she says I can’t go with 
her because none of the other mothers 
do, and she hardly discusses them with 
me at all,” a matron told her friend. 

One writer says: “A longing to know 
what is going on in the lives of their chil- 
dren often leads parents to make the mis- 
take of trying to force confidences and 
that is a useless procedure.” 

Nature forces gals and guys to become 
mature, independent and self-sustaining 
and they withdraw to themselves in self- 
defense. But if a close relationship has 
been established between parents and 
children in early years, it will returm 
after the adolescent period. 

Dr. Arnold Gesell, founder-director of 
the Yale Clinic, who has made special 
studies of youngsters’ maturity traits, has 
summarized these points for parents in 
their lives with their teen-agers: 

1. Even in happy, well-adjusted fam- 
ilies there exists greater rebellion against 
mothers than against fathers, especially 
by teen-age sons. This means that fathers 
have a greater opportunity to help, and 
therefore, greater responsibility toward 
their adolescents’ well-being. 

2. It doesn’t help much to combat a 
teen-age craze at its height. It is wiser for 
a parent to wait until the craze calms 
down. 

3. Adolescent ages should not be 
thought of in cold terms of “good” and 
“bad.” Adolescent growth does not run 
in a straight line; it shuttles back and 
forth. If fathers and mothers know in ad 
vance something of what to expect in 
trends and stages, they won’t blame or 
punish their children unwisely or feel 
that they are losing their grip 3% 
parents. 
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Smooth, Soft, Growing 
out 


re is One Big Reason: 
ends on the Nature and 
Condition of the SCALP 


air is growing just the way you — 

long, smooth and full of life and os ~ 
_thiank your lucky scalp! Yes, itisa _ aprons 
length and quality of your hair are = ed rig 
there in that scalp you were born with. 


That is why you should think about the — 

tion of your scalp when you are —_— io vst 
it i shou 

i hair. Also, it 1s why you ' | I 

Se tte 8. Because this famous pHs 

coke two ways—on the scalp as well as the hair. 


If your h 


THE POWER OF SULFUR-& 


A Great Secret Formula with = 
New Scientific “Super-Sulfur 


see ‘ d 
Like a doctor’s prescription for the hair an 


scalp, Sulfur-8 is a combination of medically rec- | 


Rich and Healthy 


—AND OTHERS DON'T 


something wonderful happens 


when Sulfur-8 goes to work to help hair and scalp 





What a thrill it is to get ad- 
miring glances and compli- 
ments about the beauty of 
your hair! Yes, you really are 
at your best when you know 
that your hair is a glorious 
crown to your charm —luxuri- 
ously soft and smooth and 
magnificently long. 

But just wishing won’t make 
your hair look right if certain 
conditions are wrong. That is 
why you must watch out for 
the warning signs and do 
something about them while 
you can. Remember, Sulfur-8 
can’t give you a new scalp or 
promise to make your hair 
grow or be longer and health- 
ier than your scalp will allow. 
But when used in time, it usu- 
ally works wonders on many 
hair and scalp troubles. 

So, watch for those warn- 





ing signs! Maybe your scalp 
itches or feels “tight” from 
unnatural dryness...or your 
hair seems to be dull and dead 
looking...or your brittle-dry 
hair is breaking off too short, 
or it looks shorter and rougher 
because of those frizzy split 
ends. 

Start using Sulfur-8 right 
away! When you rub it into 
your scalp thoroughly, as di- 
rected, notice how that vital- 
izing massage action makes 
your scalp feel more alive and 
healthy, and how your hair be- 
gins to look longer, thicker 
and invitingly soft. See how 
soon those ugly dandruff flakes 
seem to disappear, and your 
hair seems to glow with new 
richness and lustre. 

What a difference 
Sulfur-8 makes! 





ing Solu- 
ognized elements, featuring 
be Polysulfides, a sensational new 
form of medical sulfur. 


Experts know the importance of 
sulfur in connection with the hair. 
In fact, reports reveal that ve 
growing hair, if it is normal an ; 
healthy, contains a goodly — 

of sulfur. Specialists, all over the 
world, have recognized the — 
of sulfur for many scalp con s 
tions, and they know just a 

this important “medicine” can ao. 





Hair and Scalp 


The Famous Sulfur-8 
Conditioning Treatment 
Works Two Ways 


1. BENEFITS 


a NEW... 
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.) senna 
% FRAGRANCE 








while it 
Anew scientific improvement has 2. BEAUTIFIES 
now brought out the very strength 
of sulfur in that marvelous new Also Use 
form featured in Sulfur-é. — GLOSS-8 Pressing Oil 
Sulfur-8 gives you that sen SULFUR-8 SHAMPOO 


tional special formula. 


SULF 


HAIR and SCALP COND 


rr : k. Just send 
Or Order by Mail if store is out of stock. 
$1.32 ($1.10 + tax) to Dept. T44, 
ucts, Inc., Stamford, Conn. 
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feng STURDY, good-looking young man stood in 
front of my desk. His handsome face was 
flushed with shame. I looked at him sternly. Re- 
membering that this was Jim Evans, the pride of 
Virginia State, the brilliant star of my basketball 
team and recalling all the wonderful work he had 
done for the school, I came close to softening. 

“Coach, give me another chance,” Jim pleaded. 
“Just let me play in the game tomorrow. I'll never 
do it again.” 

The game tomorrow was going to be tremen- 
dously important. Without Jim we would probably 
lose. It was on the tip of my tongue to tell him he 
was forgiven. But then the important reminder 
came back to me. Jim Evans had told a lie. Perhaps 
some would have called it a small, unimportant lie. 
He had lied about a minor breach of training rules 
and | had caught him red-handed. 

My words came hard but they came firmly. 

“I’m sorry, Jim. I'll have to suspend you for two 
weeks. You can’t play tomorrow.” 

The young man’s face fell. 

“But, coach . . .” he began. 

I stood up. 

“That’s final, Jim,” I said. “I’m sorry.” 

| watched him go slowly out of the door. No 
doubt he thought me the most unreasonable kind of 
dictator. I looked at the big clock on the wall. It 
was six o'clock. Time to close up the office and go 


up to the main building for dinner. Somehow I 
didn’t have too much appetite. I walked over to the 
door, locked it, came back to my desk and sat down. 

I couldn’t get Jim Evans off my mind. I wished 
there were some way | could explain to him how 
seriously I took the idea of a lie. Maybe I was being 
unreasonable. Maybe | was taking it out on Jim 
Evans for the things that had happened to me. 
Maybe if I could tell kids like Jim Evans my story 
. . . the story of how, not too long ago, I lived a 
lie and by doing so brought terrible unhappiness 
into my life and Jean’s. 

Jean! It had been five years now since the 
divorce court judge said impersonally: “Decree 
granted.” Yet, | hadn’t gotten her out of my blood. 
Perhaps I never would. I wondered whether Jim 
Evans had a girl as pretty as Jean, a girl he loved 
as much as [| loved her. Well, if he did, maybe this 
lesson I was teaching him would save them a great 
deal of sorrow in years to come. 

Maybe, by learning the importance of a lie, the 
significance of honesty in dealing with human 
beings, Jim Evans could keep from messing up his 
life as | messed up mine. God knows, I wish some- 
one had taught me that lesson when I was a kid 
athlete like Jim Evans—back in the little Michigan 
town where I grew up... . 

Come to think of it, my early life had somewhat 
of a parallel with the career of Jim Evans. Like 








“Oh, Ralph, Ralph.” Joan 
moaned. “Please don't kiss me 


like that. 





You make me want 


to be bad,” 

















Keeping the secret of his Negro blood from his 

White wife really wasn’t deception. Ralph thought. 

until he discovered that prejudice was more pow- 
erful than love. 


| earned an overwhelming popular- 
; a result of my athletic achieve- 
Like Jim, I was the mainstay of 
basketball team—of course, this was 
1igh school. Jim was seeing his glory 
lege. Like Jim I was well-liked by 
and fellows alike. 
it unlike Jim who attends this all- 
» college, I was one of the few 
) students ina white school. I was 
haps the only Negro student who was 
known to be a Negro. My wavy 
n hair, clear grey eyes and regular 
illed “Caucasian” features made it 
ble for me to “pass.” 
Vith many Negroes, “passing” is a 
tive, deliberate, well-considered 
Every waking minute of their 
they are engaged in the business of 
ving those around them. They care- 
consider the places they go, the 
ds they select. They live constantly 
shadow of fear of exposure. They 
t little gimmicks, personality traits 
ttitudes which help them carry out 
nasquerade. 
h us—our family, | mean—“pass- 
had become as natural as waking 
the morning and stretching your 
In the first place, we were so en- 
-d in the community that there 
eemed any possibility of our posi- 
eing upset. In the second place, 
ther and dad had handled the 
situation with such ease and in- 
ice that the consciousness of my 
ever made much of an impression 


wut it briefly, I realize now that I 
passing” not only so far as my 
inity was concerned, but also in 
If I had bothered to 
of what race I was, I would have 
I just never 


mind. 


myself white. 
t about it. 
ss the reason for that was the 
‘ther explained it all to me when 
ld enough to understand. Mother 
white woman, Dad a Negro. 
told me that there were some 
y people in the world, as she put 
obviously didn’t believe God had 
ery human being, regardless of 
religion. 


These people, she said, had the ridic- 
ulous idea that people of one color were 
supposed to stay to themselves; on sepa- 
rate sides of some imaginary line; that 
if a brown man loved a white girl, he 
shouldn’t allow his love to make him 
think that she could or should belong to 
him. She told me how these silly people, 
even in her own and Dad’s family had 
bitterly opposed their getting married; 
how they had gone ahead anyhow and 
were living a very happy life in our 
community, far removed from anyone 
who knew them. 

The fact that I was the son of a mixed 
marriage, Mother had pointed out, was 
nothing at all to be ashamed of. Yet, for 
practical purposes, so that we could have 
a happy life and so that Dad could con- 
tinue to do well as the town’s leading 
shoemaker, it was important that we 
keep it a secret. 

Somehow, Mother’s sane and thought- 
ful explanation, while making a distinct 
impression on me, didn’t sell me on the 
fact that I was a Negro. There were few 
Negro kids in the neighborhood. I didn’t 
count myself one of them, although I, 


“That young colored man and his 


pretty white girl were my dad and 
mother, darling,” ¥ told her. 


by no means, looked down on them or — 
considered them different. All of my 
playmates, my schoolmates were whites. 7 
There was never a thought in their minds — 
that | was or could be different. There 
was never any such thought in mine. 

The outstanding thought in my mind 
was about my ambition to become the 
greatest basketball star in the state 
league and eventually to play profes- ~ 
sional ball. When I was in grammar 7 
school, I organized a junior team which 
bore the same name as the high school 
team. We practised hard and constantly © 
and became a crackerjack little unit 
which the older fellows began to brag = 
about. 

Some of the most brilliant players on 
the high school team began taking a 
personal interest in me, coaching me, | 
teaching me all the important principles 
of clean living which are so important 
to a basketball star. 

I was their boy. I was going to make 
them proud some day. They believed it © 
and so did I. . 

When I got to high school, my rep- | 
utation had (Continued on Page 59) © 
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When Clarence admitted be- 


ing in love with another 
woman, Helen knew that the 
only thing to do was find her, 
but when she did, she got the 


shock of her life. 


‘VERY SO OFTEN. 1 hear people, in 
4 the midst of a discussion, say: 
“Well. that’s one thing I wouldn't do. I'd 
die first.” 

People can be so positive about what 
they would or wouldn't do. 

You'll never hear me make so definite 
a statement about anything for the events 
of the past year have taught me the lesson 
that a human is capable of anything in 


order to get what he wants. 


This is the story of what I did. the 


lengths to which | went w*hen my home 
and happiness were threatened, when the 
darkest cloud which can fall over love 
hovered about the peace and serenity of 
my married life: Many of my friends who 
know the story feel that I should be 
ashamed. degraded and humiliated. 

But. while-] am writing this story in 
the form of a “confession” [ am not 
ashamed and, if the same circumstances 
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There were some things that Helen firmly believed 
that she would never do and pleading with another - 


Woman to leave her husband 


happened all over again, I pray that God 
would give me the strength and nerve to 
repeat exactly the actions I took. 

When the thief of infidelity stole into 
my home to rob me of my happiness, I 
refused to sit and shiver with fear and 
trembling. I used every weapon to drive 
the thief away. I fought to preserve my 
happiness. 

Clarence has just left for the office. 
He left with a smile on his face, the old 
spring back in his step and, just before 
he went out the door, he tilted my chin 

» that | was gazing straight into his 
dark brown eyes. He smiled at me ten- 
derly and kissed me, murmuring the old, 
never trite words: 

“Did I remember to tell you I adore 
you, darling?” 

Anyone watching us there on the door- 
step of our suburban home would have 
oncluded that we made the typical, 
charming picture of a happy couple, the 
husband off to work, the wife to return 
to her housekeeping. No one would sus- 
pect for a minute that there was a time, 
not so long ago, when Clarence didn’t 
remember that he adored me; that, in 
fact, there was a time when it seemed 
almost that hatred had crept into our 
relationship and was poisoning its very 
roots 

Maybe it wouldn’t have happened if I 
hadn’t insisted that Clarence join the 
Country Club. 

Like everyone else in this snooty Long 
Island community, I was quite excited 
ubout the idea of an exclusive country 

lub for Negroes. I'd often wondered 
while reading books about the high class 
cial set and their clubs, or seeing well- 
groomed men and women and their fam- 
ilies sporting at tennis or golf, why it 
wasn't possible for colored people to get 
together and have such activities. So, 
when a local promotor called a meeting 
to organize a committee for just such a 

in, | was one hundred per cent behind 
the idea. 

it was the wives who really got the 
thing rolling. The men were cynical 
ibout the idea from the beginning al- 
though, secretly, they were hoping it 

uld happen. 


alone was one of them. 


We cajoled money out of our men. We 
spurred them to enthusiasm and, to our 
delight, nine months after we began 
working on the project, the Meadowlake 
Country Club was a reality. Oh, of 
course, it was just in its beginning stages. 
The corporation had taken over a large 
plot of land poised prettily on top of a 
hill. The main club building, formerly 
a spacious private mansion, was being 
remodelled from top to bottom. 

There was a beautiful ballroom, sev- 
eral recreation and reading rooms, a 
swimming pool and just about everything 
necessary for a good club. My leadership 
in helping with the plans had won for 
Clarence a membership on the board of 
directors. 

I was very proud of the part I had 
played. Perhaps there was a sense of 
triumph in the whole affair because | 
could remember the days when, as a 
child, I had lived in a noisy, dingy Har- 
lem section where humans hardly had 
breathing space, much less the opportu- 
nity to stretch out and enjoy living. It 
wasn’t that even now Clarence and I| were 
rich. When I met him, he had a few 
thousand dollars in the bank, an urge to 
quit his job as an insurance salesman 
and open up a real estate office and a 
fear of making the move. 

Clarence and I had become more than 
husband and wife. We had become part- 
ners. I didn’t have a dime to contribute. 
But I did have faith in him and courage 
to want to see him take a chance with 
our middle-class security. I listened to 
his ideas, made suggestions, helped him 
over the rough spots with tenderness and 
words of encouragement. . 

Conscious of the kind of surroundings 
in which my family had been forced to 
live, I talked Clarence into associating 
himself with agencies and organizations 
which were working for the betterment 
of living conditions. He made a name 
for himself. He made money for us. 
There were only two things which kept 
me from feeling completely happy. 

First, the fact that we couldn’t have 
children; second, the fact that Clarence 
was almost single-minded in his devotion 
to work. When we moved into the Long 


Island community, Clarence had achieved 
a position in the business world where it 
was no longer necessary for him to slave 
as he did. He had two bright young as. 
sistants and two competent secretaries, 
There were five crack salesmen working 
out of his brokerage. 

I tried to persuade Clarence to take up 
golf or tennis; to join some group in 
which he could find relaxation and some 
release from the driving tension of his 
business world. 

“There'll be plenty of time for that, 
honey. After we make the first million,” 
he would tell me teasingly. 

| appreciated his ambition, was proud 
of his energy. But I felt that Clarence 
was missing some of the good things in 
life which he deserved to experience. He 
was by no means an old man—a mellow 
thirty-five. It was a shame, I felt, that 
his distinguished good looks, his attrac- 
tive personality shouldn’t be appreciated 
elsewhere than just in his business cir- 
cles. 

The Country Club would change the 
picture, | was certain. There he could 
meet the people of our community, peo- 
ple who, up to now, were strangers to 
him. There he could sit and talk with 
other businessmen and, quite naturally, 
before he realized it, he would become 
a part of their play world—the tennis 
and golf matches, the swimming, the 
dances and parties. 

It had been a long time since Clarence 
had taken me to a dance. When the 
social committee slated its introductory 
affair in honor of the official opening of 
the club, I decided that I would take no 
excuse from Clarence this time. I didn’t 
care if he was involved in a deal to sell 
the Empire State Building to King Fa- 
rouk. This was one we were going to 
make. 

Maybe, if I had been able to foresee 
what would develop as a result of the 
affair, | wouldn’t have been quite so in- 
sistent. 

Clarence looked very handsome in his 
new Tony Martin evening suit which I’d 
talked him into purchasing. As for me, 
I was in my glory in a fascinating new 
gown which was as daring in its seduc- 





tive lines as it had been in cost. 
commented Clarence, 


“U-m-m-m,” 
looking me over with a gleam in his eyes 
which I hadn’t seen for quite a while. 
“] have got a lovely wife, haven’t 1?” 

I glowed with appreciation at the com- 


pliment. 

“And I’ve a pretty sharp old man, 
honey,” I paid him back. 

My gown caused the quiet sensation 
I’d hoped for when we entered the ball- 
room. But what I sensed immediately 
also was that my husband caused even 
more of a sensation. I saw the eyebrows 
arched with approval, heard the low mur- 
murs of several of the women. To them, 
Clarence had been a rather mysterious 
although prominent personality. They’d 
probably glimpsed him whizzing off to 
the city in the mornings, coming home 
at night. Maybe they’d noticed him on 
Sunday afternoons, sitting on our lawn, 
smoking his pipe and reading his stack 
of newspapers and magazines. 

Evelyn Archer, the orchestra leader’s 
wife, came toward us vivaciously. 

“Darling, you look perfectly beauti- 
ful,” she gushed. But her eyes weren’t 
backing up her words half as much as 
they were busily appraising Clarence. 
“So this is the famous husband you’ve 
been keeping in hiding,” she continued. 
“I don’t blame you, sweetie. He’s out- 







rageously pretty.” 

Clarence had always hated compli- 
ments like that. He looked at me nerv- 
ously almost as if he wanted to see how 
I was taking it. Then he recovered him- 
self with his disarming smile. 

I introduced Evelyn to Clarence and 
we made our rounds about the ballroom. 
Here and there I stopped to see that 
Clarence met the few members I knew. 

I was flushed with happiness because 
Clarence was adjusting to the atmosphere 
beautifully. In fact, | was just a wee bit 
annoyed at the attention he received that 
night. As I recall, we danced together 
only three times. The old formula of men 
requesting women to dance seems to be a 
thing of the past. The prettiest women 
in the ballroom seemed to find a way to 
gravitate toward Clarence and they kept 
him very busy. 








I’'d always felt that jealousy was a 
ridiculous trait, revealing insecurity and 
a feeling of inferiority and I had to laugh 
at myself at the slight disturbance I felt 
about my husband’s popularity. After 
all, that was what I had been working 
for—to have him take up some social life 
and to have him accepted. After all, with 
ten years behind us as a happily-married 
couple, there was no reason for me to 
be acting like a high school girl. 

Then too, I certainly got my share of 
attention. There were any number of 


good-looking, intelligent men present and 


invariably my dancing partners had nice 
things to say about my appearance. 

It was a beautiful affair and a most 
enjoyable evening. Clarence had appre- 
ciated it much more than be believed 
possible. 

Preparing for bed in the wee hours, 
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“You know very well you can't 
have both of us. VU give you a 


divorce.” 


slightly high from the unusual number 
of bourbons he had indulged in, Clarence 
said: 

“Guess there’s something to this party 
business, after all, hon. We’ll have to do 
that more often.” 

A little imp made me crack back: 
“Yes, darling, but let’s not get carried 
away with the fawning females.” 

Clarence came over to take me in his 
arms. There was a delicious twinkle in 
his eyes. 

“Little simpleton,” he said tenderly. “I 
do believe you’ve got a shred of jealousy 
in your makeup, after all. You know 
very well that you’re the only woman I 
love and that it would be impossible for 
me to feel anything for anyone else. By 
the way, darling, did I remember to tell 
you I adore you?” 

Even after ten (Continued on Page 75 ) 
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‘Although she preferred to win fame by her singing talent, sultry, curvaceous Sally Blair 


soon found that her body packed more wallop with audiences than her voice. 


NE NIGHT while I was singing a 

torchy ballad with a sultry melody 
and flame-tipped lyrics, a man in the au- 
_ dience became so excited he leaped onto 
the bandstand and began tearing my 
gown off me. 

I had suspected it all along, but that 
night I knew for certain that when | 
stood at a microphone I was selling more 
than vocal talent. I was projecting a 
quality that can only be described as 
sexy. The customers liked it and agents, 
promoters and theater managers de- 
' manded that I give the people what they 
wanted. 

- I didn’t want it that way; I wanted 
to make it on my voice alone. While I 
cknow that sex appeal is a big thing with 
> an artist like myself, I still think I can 
> _ make it on talent. 

* Some strange things have happened to 
me during my brief career, but nothing 


= as embarrassing as on that night when | 
© was singing at a dance, backed by one 


= of the many small bands I’ve worked 
with. The song was “Talk to Me,” an 
 Siginal, in which the girl is putting a 
: man out of her life, but at the same time 
» making love to him and begging him not 
to leave. 1 was moving around the stage, 
Using my eyes and hands a lot and sing- 

* “ing directly to the audience, as I usually 

> do when I work. 


When that fellow jumped up beside 
me, I was petrified. After the first shock 
wore off, the fellows in the band came to 
my rescue and while they pulled him 
away, I fled into the wings clad only in 
my scanties. My ears still burn when- 
ever I recall the whistles and shouts that 
accompanied my hasty exit. 

Even during my high school days back 
in Baltimore it seems I was upsetting the 
male sex, innocently, of course. I recall 
one morning I was hurrying to make an 
early class, not paying attention to any- 
one because it was cold and I was still 


Sally spends long hours at beach, 

keeps her body a glowing, golden 

brown, sharp contrast to her blonde 
tresses. 


sleepy. But the sight of me in a bobby 
sox sweater and clinging skirt was too 
much for the driver of a small truck 
that happened to be passing. He was so 
busy ogling me that he didn’t see the 
traffic light and ran smack into a car that 
had stopped for the red light. He broke 
both headlights on the truck—and it 
served him right! 

One thing about sex appeal—either 
you have it or you don’t. It comes nat- 
urally and you don’t have to take lessons. 
I believe that some girls in blue jeans 
can project more sex than many others 
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ther in a scanty Bikini or close-fitting sweater, Baltimore- 
born singer’s sex appeal is always self-evident. 


sed in fabulous evening gowns. Marilyn Monroe is an 
mple of what I mean. 


though | have worked with top bands—Duke Ellington, 
1y Otis, Sonny Thompson, and Tito Puente—at the 


ent time | am working in local spots in and around 


nore and at the same time trying to build an act that 
ot limit me to working only as a band vocalist. The 
m is, what type of act will sell? 

vould prefer singing semi-classics and ballads, but I 
from first hand experience that I seem to go over 
st when I really feel a song and can stand back, snap 


fingers and let nature take its course. 


s on occasions such as this that I take a little silent 
tory of my assets and when I have finished it, I come to 
meclusion that maybe I do have a little more than my 
f physical attributes to be admired. 
ertheless, I hesitate to go all out on the sex appeal 
ecause | remember so well how the audience liked my 
songs when I made my first theater appearance. It 
t the Apollo and I was scared to death just thinking 








Since sex is here to stay, Baltimore singer 
figures that she might as well make the most 
of it but some day she wants a husband and 


a family of her own. 


about opening there. So many famous stars had held down 
that stage, I kept telling myself, plus the fact that New 
Yorkers are so blase; they’ve seen everything. 

Under the best of conditions, I have to work hard to get 
the lyrics of the songs I sing, but on this occasion I just 
couldn’t learn the words of “Why Don’t You Believe Me?” 
I had just about decided to fall back on the sure fire sex 
appeal to put across my songs, but Johnny Otis, with whom 
I was appearing, insisted that I go ahead with our original 
program. So for hours at a time before our opening | 
studied the lyrics until I was sure I had them. 

However, when I walked out on the stage and faced that 
big emptiness on the other side of the footlights, my mind 
went completely blank. That’s one of the big differences 


\ 


Even though she tries to hide her shapely curves behind straw 
coolie hat, Sally still manages to be sexy with no effort at all. 
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between working in a dance hall or 
jntimate club where you can see the 
audience and catch their reaction and 
appearing in a theater, where you can 
see nothing but an empty void in back 
of the first few rows. You can’t see the 
audience, but you know they are there 
waiting to see what you can do. 

Johnny moved over behind me so he 
could give me the words without attract- 
ing attention, and somehow I finished 
the song. Judging by the applause, the 
audience liked it and after that rather 
shaky debut, I was all right. 

My personal life also has been com- 
plicated by that elusive quality of sex 
appeal. I have found that most men find 
a colored blonde something of an oddity, 
different enough and eye-catching enough 
to be exciting. I suppose my hair, which 
was always light colored, has become my 
trademark in the profession. I have been 
described as “sultry,” and been called 
the “brown blonde” and “the hippy 
songstress,” an indication of what men 
regard as my most outstanding asset. 

My 36-inch bust, 24-inch waist and 
41-inch hips are distributed (attractively, 
I’ve been told) on a 5’7”, 141-pound 
figure. I think the current trend toward 
the pencil-slim silhouette is terrible ‘be- 
cause I am a trifle on the plump side— 
and like it. I don’t try to diet nor do I 
go in for reducing exercises. I like to 
roller skate, bowl and swim, and those 
sports keep a person in good physical 
trim. 

Personally, I think Marilyn Monroe 
has the ideal feminine figure. As you 
can see I’m a M.M. fan pure and sim- 
ple and I regret having just missed meet- 
ing her the last time in L.A. when my 
escort and I switched plans at the last 
minute and decided not to attend a party 
where Miss Monroe was supposed to be 
one of the guests. 

My love life has been the subject of 
much discussion, | was surprised to dis- 
cover when | returned to the East from 
Los Angeles. One rumor had me eloping 
with trumpet player Miles Davis. Now 
Miles is a pure doll and we're good 
friends, but the plain truth is that al- 
though we left L.A. at the same time, 
Miles flew to Chicago, while my destina- 
tion was New York. 

How the gossips could turn a coin- 
cidence like that into a mad, cross-coun- 
try love affair is beyond me, but it wasn’t 


the first—nor the last—time my name 
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On stage, Sally wears slinky, low-cut gowns to spotlight her voluptuous figure, tosses her 
shoulder-length blonde hair around as she delivers her torchy songs. 


has been linked romantically to men, 
most of whom I don’t even know. 

I suppose I should adopt the attitude 
that many people in show business have, 
that the time for a performer to start 
worrying is when people stop talking 
about you. Others go even further and 
maintain that it doesn’t matter what is 
printed in the gossip columns about you 
as long as they spell the name correctly. 


MAYBE THEY have a point there, but 

I believe in setting the fact straight 
whenever I can. It was Johnny Otis who 
gave me my first big break in show busi- 
ness and perhaps it was only natural that 
the public, seeing us up on the stage to- 
gether figured that we were a romantic 
pair. Johnny—pure doll!—is terribly 
handsome and a wonderful person to 


work for, but it was strictly business— 
show business—with us. 

I was his “little protégé,” and although 
I am no longer with his band, I’ll never 
forget his kindness and patience in 
launching me into a new phase of my 
professional career. 

I had wanted to go iato show business 
ever since I was a little girl, the fact that 
my mother’s family was musically in- 
clined and having several relatives in 
show business being the main reasons for 
my ambition. When I was five years old 
I took dancing lessons and continued for 
a couple of years, but singing was my 
first love and it seemed to come naturally 
to me. 

I’ll never forget how, shortly before 
she died, my grandmother made me 
promise that (Continued on Page 73) 
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IS’ CHURCH is crowded this 
nm, crowded with the very 
‘And why not, when Jerry 
‘Whitlock are getting mar- 
Tates and the Whitlocks! 
lows they are among the 
ent families on Chicago's 
Tt’s only natural that the 
of Chicago’s Bronzetown 
n hand to wish them happi- 
ere, waiting for the ceremony 
m wishing Jerry and Sue 
happiness. Nothing would 
[ r than for some horrible 
‘disaster to occur at this 
and to bring death and 
everyone around me in 
ing. At this moment, | 
especially hate Jerry and 
om I loved dearly and Sue 
nt te now, will take him 
—officially. 

ha because—aetially, it’s 
art-rending weeks since | 
can remember, almost word 
» note—the note which 
ribly clear that I had lost 








dazel,” he had written. “I 
you will understand my 
e must not see each other 
vill never forget the won- 
ye have enjoyed together. 
Ways appreciate the things 
‘for me. But it would be 
2 of us for our affair to 

Whitlock and | are get- 
rly next month. Please 
your heart to forgive me 





a lone 


ations but be 


Hazel set 0 


ly widow. 
: alized it, her 


fore she re 


if | have brought you any unhappiness. 
Please try to understand.” 

That had been all. Clear, simple and 
direct words Jerry had written. But 
they were words which had all but 
driven me out of my mind, words which 
cut to the quick of my heart. 

The organ music is so beautiful and 
the air of expectancy which hangs over 
the church is perfectly companionate to 
it. Suddenly, the casual mood of the 
music is changing. I hear the great 
burst of triumphant chords. The chords 
are singing out the so familiar strains 
which let all within hearing know that 
the bride is coming. Like everyone else, 
| turn to watch the back of the church. 

Like everyone else, | see Sue Whit- 
lock, beautifully simple in her exquisite 
white gown. She is coming down the 
center aisle, slowly, gracefully, on the 
arm of her dad, Dr. Whitlock. | transfer 
my attention to the front of the church 
and a gasp—almost audible—escapes 
me as I see Jerry standing near the altar, 
flanked by his best man. Jerry’s eyes are 
riveted on the pretty girl coming down 
the aisle to give him her hand and heart. 

The bride’s party had just passed me 
by. Suddenly, I cannot stand it a second 
longer. Suddenly, | must leave, must get 
away from this, away from anything 
which reminds me too violently that my 
heart is broken. Suddenly, I get up from 
my pew, brush past the startled folk in 
the same row, rush blindly out of the 
church, the tears streaming down my 
cheeks. Somehow, in my blind grief, I 
sight a cab. Somehow, I get in the cab 
and give the driver my address. 








ut to ruin a 
daring plan } 


9 . 
few of the town 5 


iad backfired. 


It seems like hours before the ca! 
pulls to a sharp stop in front of my doo: 
I pay the driver. | walk unsteadily int 
the large apartment house, take the el; 
yator and arrive at my floor. I put n 
Key in my door, rapidly peel off my ha 
and coat and collapse on the sofa in th 


living room—collapse crying, crying 


if the world has come to an end. M 
world has... . 

There was 
thought my world had ended—twice } 
the past. in fact—when it seemed 
would be impossible to go on. The firs 


another time when 


time was when my husband, Carlto 
died. It’s pretty hard after twelve yea: 
of blissful ecstasy with someone you lo 
deeply, to face the fact that he is go. 
from you forever. 

It all seemed so ironic at the tiny 
Carlton’s death came about just when » 
had perfected our marriage. As I sai 
before. we were very happy from ! 
day we became man and wife—exce; 
for one thing. A silly thing, it may see 
and perhaps it was, but it became impo: 
tant enough to almost rock the boa! 
destroy us as a couple. 

I was eight years older than Carlt 
when we married. 

T didn't give a thought to that fa 
when we first became interested in ea 
other. How could 1? The way we me! 
the swift romance leading up to ou 
marriage were all so beautiful. 

Tt was beautiful because, from the firs 
moment, 
feeling on his part so sincere and + 
unique that it swept me off my feet. 

Mothers (Continued on Page >” 


I had Carlton’s adoration. 
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‘The heat of h 
dizzying delight through me from head to toe. 










cape few from my "shoulders 
od there in his arms breathless 
and completely naked. 





All set to run off with her cousin’s husband, Della had just 


about convinced herself that she was doing nothing morally 


wrong until her telephone rang that day. 


I FLICK MY half-smoked cigarette 

away from me and watch as it flut- 
ters helplessly for an instant, is caught 
by the wind and plummets sidelong into 
the languid powerful sea sliding past 
beneath me. I turn and, almost desper- 
ately, make my way to the ship’s bar. 
Inside it is warm and cozy, the rush of 
the wind and the sea dies to a dream- 
like murmur, caressing the thick soft 
silence of the room. I sit. 

“A martini, please.” 

Silence. Then the soft tinkle of spoon 
and glass and the chacker-chacker- 
chacker of the ice. 

“Here you are, ma’am.” 

I nod, slide a bill across to him, he 
takes it and moves back into the quiet 
business of drying glasses. 

I sit staring into my martini, caress- 
ing the exquisite chillness of the glass 
with my fingertips, and a cold ironic 
smile forms in my heart as the image of 
what has happened begins to appear. I 
try desperately to stop it but I cannot. 
Perhaps, the truth is that I do not want 
to stop it. 

Perhaps, I force myself to see it over 
and over again, as a sort of punishment 
for having been so inexcusably blind, 
and too, as a kind of consolation for 
having lost. And yet, in a way, I’m glad 
that I lost, because by losing, I know 
now that I never could have won—not 
really. And I shudder to think how close 
I came to winning such a hollow victory 
—a victory that not only would have 
destroyed me as a self-respecting woman, 
but also would have created an unspeak- 
able tragedy for an innocent woman and 
her unborn child. 

The strange thing was that in the be- 
ginning | had no intention of hurting 
anyone, particularly Doris. She was my 
cousin, she trusted me, she confided in 
me,—it was she who had invited me to 
come spend the summer with her and 
her husband there in Los Angeles. But, 
there it was—I was hurting her, and all 
the while she had no idea that I was 
taking her husband. 

I remember the phone call I made 
from the airport when I first came to 


the United States, when I first heard 
Claude’s voice. There had been a mix- 
up in the time of my arrival, and I had 
to call to let Doris and Claude know 
where to find me. 

And as I had never seen Claude be- 
fore, | remember trying to picture what 
sort of man went with his deep, calmly 
excited, and strongly masculine voice. 
As my plane was an hour early, I sug- 
gested taking a cab but he wouldn’t hear 
of it. 

“Don’t be silly,” he chided gaily, 
“We'll be right out to pick you up. It'll 
only be about half an hour.” 

In spite of my protests, he insisted 
that it would be no bother at all. 

It had been almost eleven years since 
I had last seen Doris. I was a stringy 
child of fourteen and she a vibrant 
young woman of twenty-six. That is why 
when I saw her coming toward me there 
at the terminal I was shocked. It was as 
though someone or something had 
played a terrible maniacal joke on her. 
The vivacious sexy woman I remem- 
bered was now horribly fat and slattern- 
ly, and the expensive clothes she wore 
only emphasized, to the point of being 
grotesque, the fact of her fatness and her 
slatternliness. 

Claude, on the other hand, was unex- 
pectedly attractive. Dark brown-skin, 
tall, and even in that colorful California- 
style sport shirt he wore, he had an air 
of easy and relaxed dignity. Doris was 
almost out of breath as she flung her 
arms about me. 

“Della! Della, darling! Can it really 
be you?” she said excitedly. “Can this 
really be the skinny little girl I knew? 
What is it, ten—eleven years? Isn’t she 
wonderful Claude?” she cried. Then 
she remembered that Claude and I hadn’t 
met. 

“You'll just have to excuse my bad 
manners,” she giggled, “but I’m just so 
excited.” 

Things went well enough at first. The 
first few weeks were delightfully crowd- 
ed with night clubs and parties and 
introductions, all the hospitalities and 
graces usually (Continued on Page 65) 
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t cost Rodney plenty to buy another man’s wife but if he 
had only known what her husband knew about her, he could 
have gotten her without spending a cent. 


WAS STANDING on the corner near 
he De Luxe Hotel, chatting with 
ky Stone, when it happened. I mean, 
first time I saw Cecille Haskins. But I 

In’t realize what had happened. Not 

All I knew, she was the prettiest 

» witch I’d ever seen. And I thought 
strange, tight sensation around my 

irt was because I was off my feed or 

iething. Because, while I’d played 
und plenty, love had never happened 
ie before. 

Hey, jockey!” Packy laughed, dig- 
me with his elbow, “what makes 

reyes so big, huh?” 

was staring after this sweet dish who 
just passed and muttering, “Where 

e / been all her life?” 

\w, Rodney,” Packy demanded, 
t you know who she is? You ought 
Why ?” I demanded, still watching the 

te figure vanishing down the street. 

Why, because that’s Cecille Haskins, 
barber’s wife,” Packy informed me. 
You’re crazy,” I rejoined flatly. 

[ am not,” Packy declared. “Aren’t 
ind Percy Haskins lodge brothers? 
buddies?” 
xdge brothers, yes,” I admitted. 
t not buddies. And I sure didn’t know 
e had a wife like that!” 

Well, Percy puts it out you and him 
pals,” Packy laughed. “He’s always 
ing off about his big-time friend, 

Richards. But maybe he didn’t 


want you to know he had a beauteous 
wife. With your rep, boy, I don’t blame 
him!” 

“It’s not like that,” I denied, “because 
he’s invited me to his house a dozen times. 
Had I known about her x 

“Aw, to heck with all that,” Packy said. 
“With dames a dime a dozen in a big burg 
like Los Angeles, who cares? And get- 
ting back to Frankie Marsh, do you think 
you ve got a shack he might go for?” 

It took an effort to get my mind off 
Cecille Haskins and back to business. I’m 
a real estate broker. Packy, a horse 
bookie and an old friend, was speaking 
of the fabulous numbers operator from 
the East. Like a number of his kind, he’d 
made enough money to ease out of the 
racket and settle in sunny California. If I 
hadn’t been so dumb, I’d have realized 
how extraordinary it was for me not to be 
right on the ball at the chance of selling 
such a well-heeled guy. 

“Yes, I’ve got several places Marsh 
might be interested in,” | told Packy ab- 
sently. 

“Well, he’s registered right here in the 
hotel,” Packy informed me, “and right 
now you ve got the inside track, so you’d 
better get with it, jockey.” 

“T will,” I promised. “And thanks for 
cutting me in, Packy.” 

“Ah, skip it,” my friend said airily. 
“After all, you’ve steered a lot of business 
my way. Be seeing you, Rod.” 

I watched him stroll off, but I wasn’t 





vic locked her armsx around my 
sch and did things that made me 
rqet that such a person as her 


husband existed. a 
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Rodney had always heard the old saying about he 

who laughs last, laughs best, but he never fully 

understood what it meant until he had married 
Cecille. 


really seeing him. What I was seeing was 
a dainty, ultra feminine golden-tan girl 
with smoky grey eyes and a shining 
blue-black mane worn in a shoulder bob; 
and from there on down, the kind of 
figure that brings a man’s blood to a 
quick boil. As it had mine. 

About her, I’d have to do something. 
And fast! And I could, now that I knew 
who she was. Because I knew her hus- 
band, and the easiest way to meet a mar- 
ried chick is through her old man. And 
he had tried his darnedest to get me to his 
house, but I had always ducked the issue, 
presuming any wife he had would be as 
small-time as he was. Now that I knew 
differently, I’d accept his next invitation. 
Better still, ’d hurry things by inviting 
him and his wife to enjoy my hospitality. 

This Percy Haskins held down the first 
chair at Big Joe’s barber shop, in the next 
block. He was standing by the mani- 
curist’s table, talking to the plump young 
brownskin who sat behind it—a new one. 
When he saw me, he bustled to me, hand 
extended and we exchanged the secret 
grip of our fraternal order. No matter 
how often we met, we went through that 
number. In his life, the lodge was the big 
thing. 

“Well, Brother Richards!” Haskins ex- 
claimed like he hadn’t seen me for a year 
instead of just two days ago. “What’ll it 
be today?” 

“Nothing, right now,” I told him. “I’ve 
some tickets for the fights Friday night, 
and knowing what a fight fan you are, I 
thought you might be my guest. That’s 
what brought me here today, Brother 
Haskins. Can you make it?” 

“Can I make it?” he chortled. “Man, 
can a bee make honey?” Then, gassed by 
his own sparkling wit, he heehawed 
loudly. 

“Good deal,” I said, pretending to 
chuckle at his sally. Then, as though it 
were an afterthought, I exclaimed, “Oh 
say—you’re married, aren’t you?” 

“That’s right, Brother Richards,” he 
confirmed. “I gave up my freedom little 
over a year ago.” And he heehawed 
again, then inquired, “Why you ask 
that? Think my ole lady won’t let me 
get out?” 
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“Of course not, Brother Haskins,” I 
chuckled. “But I was just thinking that 
you could bring her along, too. Tell you 
what: We'll make it a big night. Have 
dinner first—at the Milabar. How about 
it?” 

Haskin’s eyes bugged out and he 
grinned like a monkey with a coconut. 
“Th’ Milabar! Man, that’s great. Yessir! 
Real great! My wife will love that. She 
goes for that big-time stuff, likes to step 
out. But,” he added, “you know how it 
is. I don’t make that kind of money.” 

“Well I do,” I laughed. “Supposing 
I pick you and your wife up at—say 
seven Friday night. Okay?” 

“Okay!” he responded eagerly. “And 
it sure is nice of you to think of us, 
Brother Richards. And Cecille—that’s 
my ole lady—she’ll be glad to meet you, 
because I’ve talked so much about you 
at home. Except she wondered how come 
you never dropped by, us being lodge 
brothers and all.” 

“Oh, you know how it is when a man 
keeps so busy,” I replied. “After this, 
we'll get together more often.” I turned 
to go, then glancing at the new mani- 
curist, I inquired idly, “Who is the new 
girl?” 

Haskins glanced quickly in her di- 
rection, then lowered his voice and said, 
“That’s my niece—Minnie Pearl, from 
down home. I brought her up here and 
got her this job. But don’t mention it to 
my ole lady, will you? On account of she 
wouldn’t like me puttin’ out no money to 
bring any of my relatives up here. You 
see,” he went on very confidentially, 
“Cecille and my folks didn’t get along 
so good, down home.” 

I nodded understandingly, and using 
the same tone, said, “I’ll keep it dark, 
Brother Haskins.” 

“I knew you would,” Haskins said. 
“Being lodge brothers and all.” 

“Right!” I replied, again turning to 
go. But I didn’t get out without exchang- 
ing another fraternal handshake with the 
sawed off little jerk. 

I was elated at the smooth. way I’d 
got things set up. And I had to laugh 
when I thought that Haskins, the little 
chump, had probably made things even 





smoother by bragging to his wife abc 
his friendship with me. So she’d know} 
front that I was one of the most succe. 
ful brokers in town and that I was j 
the money. And when she saw me j 
person—well, women of all types a 
ages generally were favorably impress 
by my six-foot, athletic frame, and m 
other good points. 

All of the next two days I zizze 
around at my usual high speed, but I wa 
thinking about her all the time, eve 
when I was high-pressuring an old chic 
into buying a termite-infected duple 
But I knocked off late in the afternog 
and had my car washed and polished, f 
had my hair konked—not at Big Joe’ f 
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and took a lot of time choosing my tog f 
and otherwise preparing for my dat ‘ 
with the Haskins. ‘ 





HEN I WALKED in the Milaba 

that evening with Mr. and Mn 
Haskins, the manager rushed up and 
personally escorted us to our table. Then 
he turned us over to the headwaiter, with 
instructions to take care of us. All that 
jive reserved for big shots. Percy wa 
positively dazzled, and his wife was ob 
viously impressed. 

Looking at her, I decided I must hav 
been half blind when I saw her on th 
street that day. Because close up, she was 
solid murder, with fancy red ribbons! 
And, to my surprise, she was really er 
quisitely frocked. 

I hadn’t noticed how she was dressed 
when Percy introduced us at their hous. 
Because when she smiled at me with thox 
smoky grey eyes, I caught a glint of th 
fire that lurked in their depths, and m 
heart started doing a crazy rhumba. 

When we went out to my big nev 
Buick, I opened the rear door for them, 
but Percy, bless his stupid heart, insisted 
we all sit up front. That put Cecille is 
the middle, next to me, real close. | 
didn’t try to control the quiver that ra 
through me as she pressed warm 
against me, her exciting fragrance & 
veloping me like a breath of heaven! Be 
cause I wanted her to know how I felt- 
about her. 

I was still looping when we reachel 
the Milabar. But I played it cool, waste 
genial host and tried not to look at Ms 
Haskins—at least not constantly. Esp 
cially, because every time I glanced # 
her, those sultry orbs of hers were gail 
at me! And I thought dazedly that 
woman had ever had such an effect 
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me—like a series of high-powered elec- 
trical jolts! 
Wow! 
The dinner? 
good. I suppose I ate my share, but the 


It was probably very 


food might as well have been air, so far 
as | was concerned. My mind wasn’t on 
food right then. Percy was taking it big, 
acting important, talking a mile-a-min- 
ute. 1 suppose I put in a word here and 
there. I do know that the few times 
Cecille said anything, that low-pitched 
rum-and-honey drawl of hers would send 
me into a dizzy spin. 

Until then, all I’d had in mind was a 
fast play, a quick, undercover romance 
from which I’d ease away when that first 
fine thrill began to dull, as it always had 
with other chicks. But I simply couldn’t 
imagine that happening with this one. 
Because, how could anyone ever want to 


ease away from her? 
So—what? So.. 
her mine—for keeps? I tried to laugh off 


. why not make 














that notion. I was just being silly, and 
to myself I jeered, “Take it easy, Greasy, 
you ve got a long way to slide!” 

After dinner we went on to the fights, 
which, I suppose were good, from. the 
way Percy kept yelling. Several times 
Cecille and I exchanged amused glances 
at the way he got excited and yelled fero- 
cious advice to the fighters. But soon 
those glances became more than smiling 
meetings of our eyes. I don’t know what 
she saw in mine, but I saw, or thought 
I did, plenty in hers. And I felt as if an 
invisible link was drawing us together. 

But it was when I was bidding them 
goodnight that Cecille really tipped me 
off. After shaking hands with Percy— 
and getting our lodge grip, as usual—I 
offered my hand to her. And when my 
fingers closed around hers more tightly 
than mere politeness called for, she in- 
stantly returned the pressure—hard ! 

I knew then I was really in love—crazy 
about her—crazy about another man’s 








wife! I fell asleep thinking about her. 
And I awakened with her on my mind 
like a live ember. Somehow, I couldn’t 
seem to get together—mooned around 
my apartment in dressing gown and pa- 
jamas when | ought to have been at my 
office. Finally I telephoned my secretary 
and told her I wouldn’t be there until 
after noon. Then I slowly bathed and 
dressed and went to a cafe for breakfast. 
but left most of the waffle and sausage 
I'd ordered on my plate. Somehow, | 
didn’t feel a bit hungry. 

A few minutes later | was ringing the 
bell at the shabby house which was Ce- 
cille’s home, while trying to think up 
an excuse for my call. Then the door 
opened, and the way her eyes lighted up 
when she saw me made me know no ex- 
cuses were needed. 

“I had to see you again,” I told her, 
stating a simple fact. 

“I hoped you would,” she replied in 
the same way. (Continued on Page 80) 
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Suddenly, he stood up, 
foe et etme and 
asked? ‘hy djd you steal 


my wife?" 




















































THE biggest fight Tom 
“ever had and [, for one, 
a hoot in hades if the whole 
ge burst wide open 
10 could go on living with 
uted and swore at his wife 
ocent little thing as how 
“hair and the way she 
hole idea was ridiculous, 
n't take it! 

face him again. the quick 
ng my eyes. swirling the liv- 
-and round in a misty 
hard-faced, sullen. 
fireplace, the unmov- 
: sinister whirlpool into 
oth plunging. 

ilk to me like that.” | 





own woman. Mother 


a gr 
children, Nobody tells me 


t you act like it.” he 
ead of running around 
its a teen-ager wouldnt 
all that bleach and 
ying to cover up the 





ikes: you look ten years 
ly aré. instead of tak- 
Why can't you act and 


‘surged up from my 
he words. and for a 
omly stand there. trem- 

desire to grab some- 
traight into his cold. 


ld a philandering wife do when she discovers 
lover has another woman? Luckily for Rita, the 


r came to her just as hope was almost gone. 


“What has age to do with it? I act like 
I feel! Just because a woman is past forty 
there’s no law that says she has to wrap 
up in a Mother Hubbard and crawl into 
some chimney corner and knit socks for 
the rest of her days!” I groped for a ciga- 
rette on the end-table, drew a couple of 
deep puffs to steady my nerves. 

“| know what’s wrong with you,” my 
eves bored steadily into his, “you're jeal- 
ous as hell because I look so much 
younger than you! And because men still 
find me attractive and desirable!” This 
was the crux of the whole argument, and 
I got a wild thrill in deliberately bringing 
it up. If we were going to hang out dirty 
linen. we might as well do it up right. I 
didn't know how much Tom actually 
knew about Jon and me, nor how much 
he guessed about our affair. 

But. flushed with the false courage of 
the driver who has had two or three stiff 
ones and thinks he can out-drive any- 
body else on the road, I was so certain of 
Jon’s love at that moment I felt I could 
defy the world. The mere thought of his 
kisses. the whispered words of endear- 
ment. the compelling caress of his strong 
hands on my body swept over me in a 
perfect tide of reassurance, and I knew 
that I could stand up to a dozen Toms 
and laugh in their faces. as long as Jon’s 
arms awaited me. 

I wonder now whether things would 
have gone differently had I discovered 
then—instead of a million heartaches 
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litted my mouth to his as a thirsty 
lower to the first warm rain of 
xpring. 




















1ter—that Jon’s lips and arms and love 
vere for sale to me, to the next woman 
vyho came along, to any female of any age 
ind description, as long as she had the 
at check book. I doubt it. I was too full 
vanity, too taken up with my own 
eauty and its preservation, too selfishly 
grossed in satiating my suddenly avid 
esire for stolen love to listen and heed 
ny warnings. 
! realize now that Tom, in his clumsy, 
»wkward, tactless way was trying to show 
e the light, not because he wanted to be 
ie! or hurt me, but because he loved me 
ily and loving me, wished only to save 
e from dashing myself on the treacher- 
ous hidden rocks of disillusionment and 
rrow toward which I was heading. 
We stood for a long moment in the 
nter of the room, glaring at each other 
e two duelists over crossed swords, and 
hen Tom finally spoke I heard in his 
vice the weary, bitter note of defeat. 
Yes,” he replied softly, “other men do 


have forgotten, and without a word ran 
down the stairs again, through the en- 
trance hall and out the front door. I don’t 
know where Tom was or what he was 
doing when I left. 

All I felt was a sense of having 
sloughed off a terrific burden that I had 
been carrying around for centuries—and 
the high, gay, light-headed feeling of 
freedom was like a long drink of potent 
wine on an empty stomach. | was sailing 
through the night on a white stallion, 
straight to the arms of my beloved. Noth- 
ing stood any longer in the path of our 
being together! Jon and I together at 
last—forever! 

I could feel his lips nuzzling the lobes 
of my ear, hear the rich, deep voice whis- 
pering against my cheek, catch the clean, 
cool fragrance of his after-shave lotion— 
and I had to fight the crazy churning of 
desire within me. I was young again—for 


‘only the young in heart as well as in body 


could know the wild, singing flame of 


Mother of two grown children. Rita still felt young 


enough to flirt with younger men only te find that 


there’s a big difference between infatuation and true 


love. 


find you attractive. But I don’t think it’s 
the gracious charm of a mature woman 
urrying her years with distinction that 
y see—rather I think they are drawn 
the circus-act novelty of a grand- 
ther who insists on making a fool of 
rself, and who succeeds in fooling no 
e but herself!” 

This was a deep and bloody cut and 
m knew it. But he let me have it 
raight. Tom always played the game 
ght off the top of the deck, no matter 
it it cost him in personal grief or loss, 
and I know now that the price for saying 
e words was high. After twenty years 
marriage a man’s life gets pretty 
yund up in that of his wife, and a man 
f Tom’s sensitivity and integrity would 
ven more acutely aware of the shame 
embarrassment my behavior was 
eaping on the entire family. But, as the 

g goes, | couldn’t see for looking. 
[his last onslaught was more than I 
ild bear. | dashed past Tom, flew up 
stairs to my room, threw a couple of 
s on the bed and worked feverishly 
ing clothes blindly, recklessly in the 
gage. | checked my purse quickly for 
ish and car keys, gave one last, sweep- 
ig glance around for something I might 


passion sweeping through every fibre of 
me at this moment. And Jon had made 
me young—Jon’s hands so skillful mas- 
saging the tense, worried lines from my 
face, relaxing the nerves in my neck and 
shoulders during those wonderful ses- 
sions in the privacy of his special booth 
at the beauty salon. 

But greatest of all was the rejuvenation 
of my mind and spirit through the mira- 
cle of Jon’s love making. My mind leaped 
back to the husband I had just walked 
out on, the scathing bitterness of his 
words. What did he know about love? A 
few fumbling moments of hard breathing 
and he was asleep. A woman wants to be 
wooed, over and over again, wants to be 
told how enticing she is, how desirable! 
And I was the luckiest of all women, for 
with the coming of Jon my life had taken 
on a depth and richness of meaning that 
I had never known. 

I pulled up in front of Jon’s apartment 
building, and seeing a lamp still shining 
through the blinds, suddenly decided to 
surprise him—just use my key and walk 
in. I could see his eyes shine, hear the in- 
credulous delight in his voice when I told 
him I was through with Tom forever— 
and had come to him! I wouldn’t take my 


bags in just yet, Jon could come down for _ 
them later. 

The door of the self-service elevator © 
slid open at Jon’s floor and as I stepped — 
into the carpeted corridor I heard the 
muted sound of a woman’s laughter filter 
through one of the closed apartment | 
doors. I smiled to myself. Someone else 
is happy tonight, I thought, and I’m glad 
for her! I ran on tiptoe down the hall, so 
intent was I on surprising Jon and so 
buoyed up with the excitement of my 
news, that I was in front of his door be. - 
fore I heard the phonograph inside play- 
ing the one number that Jon always said 
he dedicated exclusively to me—Duke El- 
lington’s “Satin Doll.” 

| hadn’t thought I could crowd one— 
more inch of happiness into my already ~ 
bursting heart, but when I heard the — 
strains of my music coming from Jon’s 
apartment | wanted to cry. He’s sitting in 
there alone, I whispered, thinking about 
me, listening to my song! Oh, Jon! You 
angel! And then, with the key an inch 
from the lock, I suddenly froze. 

The woman was laughing again, a low, 
throaty, sexy kind of laugh—the way a 
woman does when she has her man just 
where she wants. him—a teasing, com- | 
pelling trickle of sound that sort of oozes 
up from her throat in that bewitching 
moment that always comes just before 
total surrender. And that woman was in 
Jon’s apartment! 

If the whole building and everyone in 
it had suddenly gone up in a giant poof 
of smoke and disappeared from the face” 
of the earth at that moment I would have 
felt nothing compared to the overwhelm 
ing paralysis of shock and horror that 
gripped me now in fingers of steel. For 
an endless moment my brain sealed itself 
completely off from the world. Nothing 
registered, as I stood like a graven image, 
key in hand, happy smile etched on my 
face, Jon’s name on my lips. And then th 
music stopped, and their voices sifte 
through an open transom. 

“Would the satin doll like to have moré 
music?” 

“No, not now . 
leave me Jonny, baby .. . 
couldn’t stand.” : 

“Why?” 4 

“Are you kidding? You know why bet 
ter than I do.” 

“But you can always tell me again.” — 

‘“‘Love to. After you kiss m 


” 


. . you would have té 
and that FP 


again... 
And just as (Continued on Page 68) 
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Outdoor Fun 


(=a TIME! Time for all folk who love to eat good 


4 cooking to enjoy a few meals out of doors. A flood 





of shower and wedding invitations is a reminder that June 
still reigns supreme as the month of marriages and the 
harbinger of spring entertainment. 

It is not too early to begin entertaining out of doors. 
nterprising hostesses soon find that meals served in the 
open receive high praise from the company crowd. Guests 
enjoy the festive, informal manner of entertaining and 
are at ease with every one. Smartly dressed in a crisp 
organdy apron or colorful cotton chintz with big, bright 
lowers, the hostess warmly welcomes her guests to her 


home, 
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g room is done in modern style, with walls a warm beige tone, one covered in a brown floral wall paper. Carpeting is soft 
reen while sectional couch and furniture are in beige tones, with one barrel chair, green, the other chartreuse. 

has beige walls, mahogany furniture. Chairs are Lounge section of basement recreation room has rattan furniture 

1 in white leather. Draperies are of heavy linen in an with green and red cushions. Walls are knotty pine, floor inlaid lino 

antique Chinese print. leum. Radio-television, and children’s play area are in background. 
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Master bedroom has mahogany furniture, matching “Mr. and Mrs.” 


chests and dressing table. Draperies are green 


table skirt, chair and wall-to-wall carpeting are dark green. 
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Ball Player’s Home 


ELECTING THE right house that 

will suit the family and all its needs 

is often a real problem, for there are so 

many things to be taken into considera- 

tion. However, once the house has been 

found, then the job of making it into a 
home really begins. 

This was true when Roy Campanella, 
star Brooklyn Dodger catcher, and his 
wife finally found the house they desired 
to make into a home for their family in 
Long Island, New York. Although they 
spend a good deal of time out of town 
in between seasons, and in many in- 
stances take the children, they still 
wanted a place to fit all their needs, with 


emphasis on simple living. 


Mrs. Campanella set out to furnish her 
home without the aid of an interior dec- 
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Bamboo bar has matching stools with leather tops. Cabinet 
holds trophies and famous bats which Roy has used. Bats are 
also over bar, and plaques oj all sorts are displayed. 


orator, and did all the shopping for her & 


first floor in one day. The furniture was } 


not so elaborate that it would present a 
problem with five kiddies but was taste- 
fully selected with all the wearable quali- 
ties so necessary. 

The children’s bedrooms are artisti- 
cally done in typical kiddies’ decor, and 
the basement recreation room affords 
them their own rough and tumble play 
area. 

Mrs. Campanella does most of her 
own work. Her hubby likes to cook and 
help with the children, which conforms 
with today’s pattern for better living. 








Eight-room Campanella home is in swank 
St. Albans section of Long Island. Grey 


wood structure has white shutters. 
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en for the final judging. Her many prizes included a $100 check, a week at the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel and a G-E range and mixer. 


ble ingredients and blend together 2 Beat together 2 egg whites and add 4 tsp. Pour peanut butter filling into pie shell and 
ks, 34 cup sugar and %4 cup creamy _ salt. Beat until stiff, but not dry. Gently stir bake in a moderate oven 375° for 30-35 
peanut butter. Add gradually ¥ cup _ in peanut butter mixture until evenly com- minutes, or until knife inserted 3 inches 
milk and Ye tsp. vanilla. Blend. bined. Mix together well. from crust comes out clean. Cool. 


aire 









§ Top Prize 
§ Peanut Pie 


RS. KATIE Frost of New London, 
Connecticut, one of the senior win- 
ners in Pillsbury’s grand national recipe 
and baking contest, won a prize with her 
original cream-nut pie. Her prize-win- 
ning recipe, now called a plantation pea- 
nut pie, will be distributed nationally by 
the Pillsbury Company. 

It is easy to make and tastefully rich 
with the subtle flavor of creamed peanut 
butter in the smooth filling. It is inex- 

' pensive and its light texture and flavor 
will go well with almost any meal. 

Mrs. Frost competed against thou- 
sands of women from the United States, 
Hawaii, Alaska and Puerto Rico. She 
was one of the lucky senior contestants 
to win an all-expense paid trip to New 
York City to vie for the annual grand 
prize of $25,000. Although she did not 
win the grand prize, her other prizes in- 
cluded a check for $100, a week at the 
Waldorf, a General Electric stove and 
mixer, and the equipment she used in 
making her entry. 

Mrs. Frost, who learned to cook as a 
child, delights in creating unusual dishes 
for her husband. She is the mother of 
two married daughters, and says that 
more women should try their luck in 
cooking contests. 


On top of the cooled pie, spread fluffy 
whipped cream. Chop 4% cup salted peanuts 
very fine and sprinkle generously on top of 
whipped cream. Serve pie at once. 








Ever since 1928 Mrs. Thelma Mayes 
has been teaching the art of home- 
making. She received her Bachelor's 
Degree in Home Economics from 
Prairie View A. & M. in Texas. Mem- 
ber of an old Amarillo family and 
active in community work, she has 
been a respected teacher on the staff 
of Carver High School in Amarillo 
for 13 years. 

Mrs. Mayes says, “I teach 130 girls, 
from the 7th grade through the 12th. 
Both in school and in my own home, 
I use Carnation Milk. 

“I’ve tried other brands,” she con- 
tinues, “and I prefer Carnation be- 
cause it seems to be richer, with a 
creamier consistency.” 

Mrs. Mayes is typical of so many 
“career women’ in cooking who pre- 
fer Carnation. Today, try it in your 
own favorite recipes ...see for your- 
self what a rich, delicious difference 
Carnation makes! 


CARNATION QUALITY BEGINS... 


at the famous Carnation Milk Farms near 
Seattle, Washington...the home of one of 
the greatest herds of champion dairy cattle 
in the world. Cattle from this prize-winning 
herd are shipped to dairy farms throughout 
America to constantly improve the milk 
supply for Carnation processing plants. 


‘I've taught 
cooking for 26 
years. | cook 

»» With Carnation: 
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SAYS: 

Mrs. Thelma D. Mayes 
Homemaking Teacher 
Carver High School 
Amarillo, Texas 

























Here in her homemaking classes at 
Carver High School, Mrs. Mayes uses 
Carnation Milk exclusively, to demon- 
strate many classroom ‘topics — from 
candy making to creaming soups! 











Although the Mayes have no children 
of their own, Mrs. Mayes loves babies, 
and often counsels new mothers on the 
correct methods of preparing infant 
formulas made with Carnation Milk. 
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* their cheerful, attractive dining room. 


WORLD'S LEADING BRAND OF EVAPORATED MILK 





Enjoying their dessert of fruit topped 
with whipped Carnation, and coffee 
“creamed” with Carnation, Mrs. Mayes 
and her husband relax after dinner in 
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FASHION 


An Apron 
For kvery 
Occasion 


VERY ACTIVE woman should have 

a complete wardrobe of aprons 
ether she is a homemaker, career 
man or both. Fancy or plain, aprons 
le of cotton chintz and organdy are 
viceable and attractive for most types 
,ousework and special entertaining. 
»opular gift to any woman is a bright, 
»rful apron, for no matter how many 

accumulates there is always room 





yne more. 
day’s aprons are cut, styled and 
hed into a variety of shapes and 

Frilly and feminine versions with 
ity appliques are just right for gay 
parties and afternoon luncheons. 
ly, durable models, complete with 

“tote” pockets, are ideally suited 
barbecue outings or housecleaning. 

organdy tea aprons are trimmed Tangerine red cobbler’s apron protectively covers clothes from household chores and is 


olorful chintz pattern. Pocket accents stylish enough to be worn for dressier occasions. Roomy pockets will be sure to please 
huge scallops, the other. Price: $1.49. housewife who wants extra “storage” space. Price: $1.98. 
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HEALTH 





Villions of dollars are being spent annually in concentrated cancer research, yet many 
persons die needlessly each year because they fail to submit to a medical examination or 
to heed their doctor’s advice. 


Don’t Die Of Cancer 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 


Author of “The Biology Of The Negro” 
| OME DAY THERE will be a drug 


that will completely cure cancer. 
here will surely come a time when a 
ctor can take a few drops of blood, 
nake a test, and say with certainty that 
is patient has or has not a cancer even 
f it is so small that it gives no symptoms. 
f the cancer has started he will be able 
give a “shot” and the disease is cured. 
Of course, there is no indication how 
yn this ideal situation will arrive but 
e no doubt, it will come. Millions of 
llars are being spent each year in con- 
trated research. The best scientific 


brains in the world are hard at work on 
the problem. The same kind of united 
and financially supported effort is being 
employed as was in solving the mystery 
of atomic energy and the same kind of 
spectacular results will surely follow. 
But until the day comes when a cancer 
can be detected early and can be cured 
with little difficulty, we must make thor- 
ough and complete use of what we know 
now in order to cut down the appalling 
loss of life from this terrible disease. The 
only hope of reducing the high mortality 
from cancer is to give medical treatment 


in the earliest possible stage or even be. 
fore the disease has started. This involves 
the closest kind of cooperation betweey 
patient and doctor for the purpose of 
regular and frequent examination. 

If every person in the United States 
40 years of age and older could be ex. 
amined from head to foot four times q 
year about 80-85 per cent of the people 
who die each year from cancer could 
be saved. The 15-20 per cent who would 
die from cancer anyway would be those 
with certain forms which by their nature 
are incurable when discovered or that 
are so “malignant” and destructive that 
no amount of treatment will cure them. 

Figures from a large insurance com. 
pany show that more than 10,000 women 
yearly are now being saved from death 
by cancer as compared with 10 years 
ago. This is due in part to better medi- 
cal care and improvement in the methods 
of treatment, but mostly it is due to a 
greater awareness of the public of the 
lifesaving advantages of an early diag. 
nosis, of detecting the disease before it 
is too late. 

Unfortunately, 10,000 women saved 
each year is a mere fraction of the num- 
ber who might be saved if they knew or 
did not disregard the possibilities avail- 
able to them. 

About 82 per cent of all people who die 
from cancer are 50 years of age and over. 
There are now about 43 million people 
in this age group. There are available 
more than 100,000 doctors (general prac- 
titioners and certain specialists) to ex- 
amine these people. Each of these physi- 
cians would do about 420 checkup 
examinations if all were examined a 
least once a year. This means less than 
9 examinations per doctor each week in 
a 48-week year, a task which certainly 
would not over-burden any doctor. 

In discussing with many people the 
question of medical examinations for 
cancer the statement is made often that 
many doctors do not take patients’ con- 
cern seriously. It is claimed that they are 
unceremoniously dismissed without an 
examination and with the discouraging 
and unsatisfactory order to “forget about 
cancer.” However, further inquiry dis 
closes that actually what happens under 
such circumstances is that a patient with 
a trifling ailment will imagine that his 
complaint duplicates all the symptoms 
of cancer found listed in some publica- 
tion. 

He will rush to a doctor and state his 
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fear. It is quite natural for a busy doctor 
to be impatient with a person with a 
simple condition that has not the remot- 
est relation to cancer. It can be taken for 
granted that a doctor is always alert for 
symptoms of cancer and the possible 
bearing any ailment has to cancer. 

Therefore, he does not appreciate a 
patient’s unfounded and unreasonable 
fears nor his approach with an already 
made diagnosis, necessitating the spend- 
ing of precious time in explaining that 
the complaint has nothing to do with can- 
cer. Sometimes, the doctor finds that all 
he might say fails to allay his patient’s 
fear. Such a person who persistently and 
continuously broods over the possibility 
of cancer is classed as a “cancerphobe” 
and as a neurotic who is badly in need 
of a psychiatrist. 

There is another type of patient who is 
even more irrational and who is certainly 
more harmful to himself. There are peo- 
ple who believe they have a cancer but 
are afraid to go to a doctor for fear that 
their belief will be confirmed. These 
“head-in-the-sand” people will actually 
allow an obvious cancer to advance to 
the fatal stage without seeing a doctor. 
As long as they stay away from a physi- 
cian their thoughts remain a suspicion, 
but a trip to the doctor will make it a 
certainty. 

Doctors want their patients to be sen- 
sible and intelligent in their attitude to 
cancer because only under such condi- 
tions can they give their best service. 
They would like each of their patients to 
say—“Doctor, I would like you to give 
me a complete and thorough examination 
at least twice a year for the sole purpose 
of finding if there is an early cancer or 
any abnormal condition that might lead 
to cancer.” 

In answer to such an intelligent re- 
quest, the doctor will make an appoint- 











ment and at a designated time will make 


an unhurried examination of every part 
of the body in an orderly systematic man- 
ner that has been described by the Ameri- 
can Cancer Society as the most efficient. 


This is what he will do when he makes | 


the examination. First of all he will take 
your history: how you live; your habits; 
previous illnesses: 
members of your family; your physical 
and emotional troubles. He will inquire: 
“Have you any sores—perhaps in your 
mouth or on your tongue—which have 


not healed?” He may ask, “Have you 


the illnesses of other | 


any lumps in (Continued on Page 68 ) | 
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ty CORONET 


Romantically lovely real hair—styled for you by 
Coronet, one of the oldest manufacturers of ‘ 
quality hair goods. Now you can hove lustrous, 
shining hair to crown your beauty. Smart 
beauties of today—the cover girls—enhance 
their beauty and change their personality 
instantly with Coronet hair pieces and 
wigs. Only you know your secret—Coronet 
hair looks just fike nature's own. Others 
con only see your increased glamour with 
luxuriant hair smartly styled. So easy— 
just pin your Coronet hair on and comb 
your own hoir into it. They blend per- 
fectiy and your Coronet hair stays as 
secure as your own. 


Style #60 ANGEL WALO. A 
charming halo of fine Feather 
Curls that completely encircles 
yon head. Lovely as your own 

ir, you enhance your natural 
hair beauty. $8.50 — Single 
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Enclose sample or check hair shade 
0 Jet Black, Off Biack, [) Dk. Brown, [) Brown 
ixed Gray $1.50 extra 

CORONET BEAUTY PRODUCTS, INC. 
2 Beaver Street, Dept.TC-68 , Newark 2, New Jersey 
C) $1.00 deposit enclosed. will pay balance C.0.D. plus 


small postal charges. : 
(C0 Please rush the following C.0.D. Will pay postman 
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‘ents should have a child’s hearing tested regularly. Even a baby should be tested. 


Help For Young Ears 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


Mi RS. ROBINSON was awakened in 

the middle of the night by a scream. 

ig to her young son’s room, she 

him moaning and rubbing his 

ear. Tommy had come down with 

d several days ago and had been 

home from nursery school, but he 
hown no signs of fever. 

Robinson reached over and 

| a hand on Tommy’s forehead. It 


%t now. Terrified, she rushed to 


the telephone and called her pediatrician. 
By this time, Mr. Robinson had roused 
and sleepily rubbing his eyes, he in- 
quired as to what all of the commotion 
was about as he poked his head into 
Tommy’s room. 

In less than a half hour, Dr. Wilkins 
was there and had examined the young- 
ster’s ear. “Good thing you called me 
when you did,” he said gravely. “Germs 
from your baby’s cold have infected his 








middle ear. It is full of gas and fluid 
which are pressing against his ear drum. 
This antibiotic treatment should relieve 
the pressure by morning.” 

The physician then gave the baby an 
injection of penicillin and a pain-killing 
drug and after assuring the parents that 
there was no need to worry, was on his 
way. 

Luckily for Tommy, by morning, the 
swelling in his ear drum had subsided 
and by the next day be appeared to be 
perfectly well. At Dr. Wilkins’ sugges- 
tion, however, Mrs. Robinson took Tom- 
my to the doctor’s office for several days 
for more shots. 

When Tommy’s parents were children, 
it was a common thing for doctors to 
pierce a bulging ear drum and drain the 
middle ear. Today, however, thanks to 
germ-killing drugs, the knife is needed 
less often where ear infections are in- 
volved. 

But although antibiotic treatment is 
very effective, it, too, has its dangers. It 
often relieves acute ear symptoms so 
rapidly that patients frequently fail to 
get sufficient treatment to kill all of the 
germs. It is important that a physician 
supervise the giving of these drugs be- 
cause they can mask, without curing 
whatever infection may be present in the 
ear. 

Frequently, the simple relief of a hot 
water bottle applied to the ear or aspirin 
given to the child will clear up childhood 
ear inflammations. Such home treat- 
ments may be helpful when there must be 
a delay in getting a doctor but they 
should in no way be considered an ade- 
quate substitute for the services of a 
physician. The safest rule to follow is 
to get a doctor as fast as you can. 

Few ear infections today get as far as 
an abcess and mastoiditis is extremely 
rare. In such an event, an operation 
may be required, but there are many 
cases in which surgery is not indicated. 

Acute ear troubles are common up to 
the age of four, especially complications 
of any sickness involving the nose, throat 
and even sinuses. One reason for this 
may be found in the formation of the 
young child’s eustachian tube. When 
ventilation of this tube is cut off, the 
fluid must be sucked out. 

The eustachian tube can be blocked 
not only by inflammation but by ade- 
noids. The only cure for them is surgery 
and it should be thorough. After some 
operations, many physicians give radia- 
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tion treatments to get rid of whatever 
remnants of unwanted tissue may still 
remain. 

Persons who have had hay fever or 
any nasal allergy know how it makes the 
upper respiratory passages swell. Some- 
times an allergy can cause skin eruptions. 
Either of these symptoms can cause ear 
and hearing troubles, especially if there 
is a discharge. 

The ear is easily reached by infections 
in the mouth and throat. These infec- 
tions can lessen an individual’s ability 
to hear. In order to keep these infections 
from reaching the ear, the nose should 
never be blown unless both nostrils are 
wide open. Infections can also be forced 
into the ear when a person is swimming 
or diving. A good way to avoid such 
infections is to wear ear plugs while 
swimming. 

Noise also can be harmful to the ear. 
A person should never be struck on the 
ear, particularly with the palm of the 
hand. A blow with the palm of the hand 
may force air into the ear and break the 
eardrum. 

Air travel calls for precautions against 
failure of middle ear ventilation. When 
there is a sudden change of air pressure, 
as when a plane is coming down, the 
eustachian tube locks. While swallowing 
or yawning repeatedly will usually bring 
relief but many young children may not 
be able to do this. At such times, give 
your child a snack, or, if he is used to it, 
chewing gum. 

It is wise never to put anything into 
the ear. Poking into the canal may dam- 
age the ear drum. One should not use 
medicine in ears or nose regularly unless 
it is prescribed by the doctor. Both the 
ear and nose have hair-like cilia that 
normally wave dirt and excess secretions 
up to the wide part of the ear where they 
may be safely washed away. 

Many persons worry about having wax 
collect in their ears. This should not oc- 
casion worry because wax is a normal 
ears secretion. In the case of some peo- 
ple, however, the wax may get hard and 
shut out sounds and air. In such an 
event, one should go to a doctor and let 
him clean it out. The same thing goes 
for a child who may have accidentally 
shoved something into his ear. 

There are three major parts of the ear, 
the outer ear, the middle ear and the in- 
ner ear. In the outer ear is the auricle, 
the fleshy, curved part attached to the 
side of the head. It is this part that most 


people mean when they speak of the ear. 
The auricle catches sounds and sends 
them down through a short tube which 
opens up from the outer ear and enters 
the head. 

The auricle collects sound waves and 
the vibrations move down to the middle 
ear through this tube which is known as 
the outer auditory canal. The normal 
ear can hear about 1,500 differences in 
pitch. A person born with normal hear- 
ing is able to detect about 325 differ- 
ences of loudness in a single note. The 
ability to hear changes during life. 

Babies do not react to sound waves 
until several days after they are born. 
The ability to hear high tones begins to 
be lost at about age fifty. 

Parents should have a child’s hearing 
tested regularly. According to the Amer- 
ican Hearing Society, between three and 
five million school children are suffering 
from “significant hearing disability.” 
Even a baby’s hearing should be tested, 
especially if he has not begun to talk by 
the age of two. 

About half of the public schools in the 
country now give periodic hearing tests 
with machines called audiometers. These 
machines can detect 85 per cent more 
hearing defects than old-fashioned tests 
based upon the child’s listening to whis- 
pers or the ticking of a watch. 

Two-thirds of the children found to 
have hearing defects needed only medical 
treatment or a seat closer to the teacher 
or both. At least half of the deafness in 
adults could have been prevented if their 
hearing impairments had been treated in 
childhood. 

Of course, not all types of deafness are 
curable, but with lessons in lip reading 
and by the use of modern aids, thousands 
of severely deafened children are now 
enabled to get their education in regular 
schools and lead normal lives. 

Still further improvements may be ex- 
pected from the laboratories now en- 
gaged in studying hearing problems. No 
longer should there be waiting lists at 
schools for the deaf. Science is working 
wonders in making such problems things 
of the past. 

One of the most moving experiences 
a person can have is to see a child who 
otherwise would have been doomed to a 
life in which he or she would be referred 
to as “deaf and dumb” delighting for 
the first time at the sound of a human 


voice. 








Bringing 
Up Baby 
Mra 


( MOTHER OF 5 ) 


Even the tiniest babies, 
bless their “rugged indivi-’' 
dual” hearts, like to assert 
themselves from time to 
time. So the sensible 
parent will remember that 
baby is not a little ma- 
=. chine, to be cared for with 
. : absolute precision, but a 
Mrs. Dan Gerber human being, entitled to 
a few human quirks. In the matter of 
feeding and sleeping, schedules are fine 
but workable only if they’re flexible. If 
your well-regulated baby occasionally be- 
comes an upstart ... relax... give in... 
let him have his way once in a while. By 
not forcing, chances are baby will come 
back to schedule of his own accord. 








Strengthening subject. Almost before you 
can believe it, baby will be ready for 
more than an all-milk diet. Like meat, for 
strength-giving protein. When your doctor 
specifies this all-important food, you'll find 
Gerber’s Strained Meats just the thing for 
baby. Low in fat and fiber content, they’re 
easy as milk to digest—provide the complete 
protein so necessary for building muscles 
and keeping up resistance to infection. 
Made of selected Armour cuts, with savory, 
true-meat flavors, they’re specially pureed 
to a super-smooth texture. 


Summer travel tip. Zippered plastic vege- 
table bags make swell carry-alls for baby’s 
hot weather gallivanting needs. 





Switching the subject. Little teeth show- 
ing? Time to switch from strained to chop- 
ped foods. Gerber’s Junior Foods help baby 
make the change with a minimum of 
trouble, a maximum of pleasure. The even- 
ly-minced bits are ever so easy for tots 
with a few teeth to manage. And they have 
the true flavor and tempting color baby’s 
been used to in Gerber’s Strained Foods. 
Makes for real appetite zeal. 


GERBER’S BABY FOODS, FREMONT, MICHIGAN 
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You can begin to have lighter, 
brighter, smoother, softer looking 
skin! How? Use famous Black and 
White Bleaching Cream as directed 
and watch your dull, dark, unat- 
tractive skin take on a new lighter, 
brighter beauty. Its bleaching ac- 
tion works effectively inside your 
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Is Divorce 
Really 
Necessary ? 


(Continued from Page 11) 


“if you go through with this crazy plan, this 
divorce, you needn’t come back here!” 

I shivered as I stood on the windy plat- 
form waiting for my train. It was clear that 
sooner or later a decision would have to be 
made, and this time I could rely on no one 
but myself. 

When the train finally arrived, I climbed 
into the last coach and sat staring out at the 
dark shadows of small Long Island towns 
as they sped past. I had an hour and a half 
of jerky starts and stops ahead of me— 
plenty of time to think. 

I recalled the times I’d ridden this very 
train to go on dates in the city, after finally 
wheedling Dad into giving his permission. 
But always there was a long list of “do’s” 
and “don’ts” for me to observe, and even 
when I reached the age of 18 there was a 
strict 11 o’clock curfew. It was no wonder 
then, that I didn’t hesitate too long when 
George Leonard asked me to marry him. 

I had hoped to be able to go to college 
after I was graduated from high school, but 
nothing I could say could make Dad change 
his mind. 

“Girls don’t need a college education,” 
he bluntly told one of my teachers. “It 
doesn’t help them in keeping a house or 
rearing children. Just a waste of time.’ 

Miss Anderson tried to be diplomatic. 
She said, “Your daughter has a very fine 
mind, Mr. Thompson, really very talented. 
Why, she could easily get some sort of par- 
tial scholarship. Why not let her try?” 

But Dad could not be budged. He knew 
what was best for me. So I went to work in 
an office. It was a big letdown for a young 
girl with ambition and imagination, and in 
a short time I was bored sick with taking 
dictation and typing business letters. 

I had noticed George Leonard on his fre- 
quent visits to the office because although 
he was 40-ish he had none of the character- 
istics I had learned to associate with the 
older generation. He was a neat dresser, 
very distinguished looking, and knew how 
to make a girl feel good with his compli- 
ments. 

“How about having lunch with me, 
Emily?” he asked one day. “It’s been a 
long time since I’ve taken a pretty girl out 
to lunch.” 

“Why, Mr. Leonard, I’d love to.” 

“Swell! And maybe during lunch you'll 
get to know me well enough to drop that 
‘Mr.’ and just call me George.” 

At first, it seemed strange to be calling a 
man old enough to be my father by his first 
name, but in no time at all I felt quite at 
ease with George and eagerly looked for- 
ward to those days when he would come 





into the office on business. 








Though I didn’t realize it then, George 
had all the qualities that I had longed for 
in a father. He was a sympathetic listener 
and I was soon confiding all my troubles to 
him and came to depend upon his under. 
standing and advice. 

When he proposed to me six months after 
we had met, I accepted without any reser. 
vations whatsoever. Never having been in 
love, I was positive that the feeling I had 
for George was the real thing. I was 19 
and as romantic as any other girl that age 
and I built all sorts of daydreams around 
our friendship. 

I was a little worried about how my 
father would take the news, but there was 
no need. On George’s first visit to the house 
he and Dad hit it off right from the start. It 
seemed that George was just the sort of 
man my father had hoped I would marry, 

“You’re just what Emily needs,” Dad 
said, shaking hands with his future son-in- 
law, “someone with his feet on the ground.” 
He put his arm around me in a surprising 
show of affection and gently chided, “I 
guess now you'll thank me for not letting 
you run around with those good-for-nothing 
jitterbugs, young lady!” 

There was a fleeting moment, as | 
watched George and Dad talking together, 
when I felt like bolting from the room. The 
two of them so alike—so close in age, so 
similar in their attitudes—was I merely ex- 
changing one father for another? But then 
George came over and put his arm around 
me and the nagging thought vanished. 
There was no cause for alarm, I told my- 
self; he was different. His age didn’t really 
matter when I remembered his warmth and 
kindness and his gentle manner. 


O UR WEDDING was a simple one held 

in the minister’s study. At first I held 
out for the big wedding with all the trim- 
mings that every girl dreams about. I pic- 
tured myself walking down the flower- 
decked aisle dressed in white satin with a 
long, flowing train, but George was apol- 
ogetically firm. 

“I’m sorry, Em, I know how you must 
feel. But I’d feel pretty silly all rigged out 
like a movie actor.” He gave me a reassur- 
ing kiss. “I hope you won’t mind, darling, 
but—well, I guess I’m past the age when it 
doesn’t matter if you make a public spec- 
tacle of yourself.” 

Of course, I did mind, but I didn’t let it 
get me down. After all, I consoled myself, 
it’s not the ceremony that makes a mar- 
riage, it’s what two people put into it. And 
that was the spirit with which I began my 
marriage. 

For the first year or so I was completely 
happy. George owned a brownstone house 
in Brooklyn and he installed me as its mis- 
tress. He gave me a free hand in redecor- 
ating and refurnishing our home and I sup- 
pose I was like a little girl playing house. 
I supervised all the work, made all the deci- 
sions and felt very grown-up and independ- 
ent in running things efficiently. 

I didn’t mind not going out very much. 
George was usually tired in the evenings 
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and I was too happy enjoying the peace and 
quiet of my own home to want anything 
else. It was a problem entertaining or visit- 
ing George’s friends. 

Most of them were men his age and their 
wives were settled women, most of them 
with half-grown youngsters. Mostly, they 
sort of tolerated my presence or else they 
treated me like a little girl who is bright 
for her age. It was hard for them to con- 
sider me an adult. 

After our first anniversary, some of the 
newness wore off. I gradually realized that 
I was still a bird in a cage—a gilded cage 
perhaps, because George made good money. 
But there was still a list of “do’s” and 
“don’ts” and that irritated me more than 
ever as time passed. George was content to 
sit back and let the years drift by, but I was 
only 20 and filled with the restlessness of 
youth. 

I discovered that my new-found freedom 
was not as great as I once thought it was. 
Oh, sure, I could still run the house without 
any interference from my husband, but that 
was the limit of my responsibility. George 
didn’t even try to share his work or his hob- 
bies with me. I remember the evening I sug- 
gested that we take a trip when his vacation 
came around. 

George glanced up in surprise, the bot- 
tom half of his face hidden from me by the 
paper he was reading. “Trip? Oh, I don’t 
think so, Em. I always go up to a little 
place near Lake George. The fishing’s swell 
up there.” 

“But who wants to fish?” I complained. 
“I know I don’t.” 

“Hmm? Well, it doesn’t matter, honey. 
You'll probably just want to sit on the 
porch with the other wives and gossip. 
That’s what most of the women do up there. 
Come to think of it,” he added, “they play a 
lot of gin rummy, too.” 

Little by little I began to feel as if I were 
getting old and stale. None of the things 
that interested or excited me moved George 
in the least. He never was sarcastic about 
my enthusiasms, the way Dad was, but he 
tolerated them with a smiling superiority. 
George was always pleasant and _ soft- 
spoken, but somehow we always ended up 
following his suggestions and never mine. 

I guess I was really excited when I hap- 
pened to come across a newspaper article 
about the increase in registrations at the 
city colleges. Here was something I could 
do for myself, a way to occupy my time and 
not have to rely on George for my recrea- 
tion and outside interests. I had all the 
facts ready when I told him about it. 

“So you see,” I said enthusiastically, “I 
can take two courses in the morning and it 
won't interfere with my housework at all! 
Just think, I may get that college degree 
after all!” I added with a laugh, not no- 
ticing that George’s reaction was not what 
I expected. 

He folded his paper neatly in his lap. “I 
don’t think it’s a good idea at all,” he told 
me. “I think it’s time you got some of these 
childish notions out of your head, Emily.” 

I felt as if someone had suddenly doused 
me with a bucket of ice water. “Childish to 
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want an education, George? I’m sorry, but pI 
I don’t agree with you,” I said quietly. st 


“Of course it’s childish,” he insisted yc 
grimly. “You’re a married woman now, not th 
some bobby-soxer. You’ve got duties and be 

Off 0408 responsibilities toward your husband, and yo 
running around some campus with a bunch ba 

of kids isn’t one of them! Now, let’s forget 

when i won the lead role the whole thing,” he said, going back to his 
in our school play a “ 
our eee I guess that little incident opened my pr 
SOY fills. slider exchanged one father for another; I hadn't tio 
won my freedom at all. George was not the tio 
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strict disciplinarian that my father was, but loc 
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problem,” she told me. “So the sooner you 
stop having guilt feelings about leaving 
your husband, the better off you'll be. The 
thing to do now is to understand the reasons 
behind your trouble and to carefully plan 
your next step. Perhaps you'll decide to go 
back home.” 

“And if I don’t y 

“Then you should seriously consider di- 
yorce,” she said. “Mind you, I don’t ap- 
prove of wholesale divorce as the solution to 
every shaky marriage, but there are situa- 
tions where that is the only sensible solu- 
tion. And that’s what I want you to do— 
look at divorce sensibly.” 


yY TALK WITH Dr. Barnett was a 

revelation. For the first time in my 
life I heard someone talk about divorce 
with a scientific approach, and I realized 
that, unlike my father, she didn’t class di- 
vorced people as evil, promiscuous mon- 
sters. 

“With census figures showing that there 
are 400,000 divorces each year in the 
United States,” she went on, “it’s high time 
that people looked at divorce more realisti- 
cally.” 

Before I left her office, Dr. Barnett gave 
me some books to read. “Look them over,” 
she advised, “I think they'll help you.” 

I went up to my room right after that and 
stayed in all evening browsing through the 
material she had given me. I learned that a 
group of members of the American Psy- 
chological Association listed as some of the 
major causes of divorce: 

“Sex ..., emotional problems... , 
prejudice—different ideas about the mar- 
riage relationship—who is boss, what to do 
with money, and health.” 

The more I read, the more clearly I un- 
derstood why my marriage had failed. Prof. 
Harold T. Christensen, head of Purdue Uni- 
versity’s department of sociology, says, 
“Some people marry to escape problems 
they weren’t able to solve when single. Then 
they get divorced to escape deeper entangle- 
ments . . . and remarry to escape the prob- 
lems that pile up in divorce—when all the 
time the real problem was within them- 
selves!” ° 

It was partially, then, my own fault. I 
had tried to escape from a bad home situa- 
tion, only to create a bad marriage. 

But as Dr. Barnett said the next day 
when I spoke to her again, “You're still 
young, Emily, and it’s unfair of anyone to 
expect you to live out an unhappy mar- 
riage just because you made one bad mis- 
take. You’re not doing something evil by 
getting a divorce—why divorce is as old as 
marriage. There’s no culture on record 
which doesn’t recognize some set of circum- 
stances which makes divorce permissible.” 
She advised me not to make a hasty deci- 
sion, and I was glad of that because there 
was so much about the subject I still did 
not know. My reading—anything I could 
find on divorce—soon made up for that 
lack. I found out that the divorce rate is 


rising fastest in the South and the West, 
mainly because of the high number of de- 
crees granted in the divorce meccas of 
Nevada and Florida. Rural areas, too, are 
and more divorces, 


experiencing more 
where formerly there were few 


About 


of 10 U.S 
more of these five grounds: 
enness. Many legal critics, 


tioned in court, 
couple are not aware of it themselves. 


For the two million couples married last 
“What are our 
chances of staying together?” If newlyweds 
can weather the storms of the first 3 years, 


year, the crucial question is, 


statistics show, their chances are bright. 
Over one-third of all divorces granted last 


year were to couples married three years 


or less. 


Divorce can lead to some crazy, mixed-up 


situations, I discovered, too. According to 
one newspaper account, a Negro physician 
continued to have sex relations with his 
divorced wife almost weekly. The strange 
arrangement came to light when the wife, 
who admitted she went to his office “when 
he telephones me to come,” was put under 
$500 bond after being-charged with break- 
ing a window in her ex-spouse’s office on 
one of their “dates.” 

While in Chicago, recently, a long over- 
due divorce was granted. A 60-year-old 
Negro auto salesman testified that on July 
8, 1912, his bride of four days left home to 
buy a bottle of milk and he hasn’t seen her 
since. After 41 years of waiting, he began 
to suspect that “she'll probably never re- 
turn.” The judge agreed. 

I finally recognized that our marriage 
had been as unfair to George as it had been 
to me. The days ahead wouldn’t necessarily 
be easy ones—I was ready to face whatever 
came—but finally, I knew that I had a right 
to my own decisions and I was positive that 
I could learn to face the future as an adult, 
standing on my own two feet. 

When I eventually obtained my divorce, 
I was still confused and uncertain of the 
future. And it is never easy to break the 
ties that are bound to grow between two 
persons who have shared the most intimate 
secret of life. But now I’m glad I went 
through with it. 

You see, statistics show that a divorcee’s 
chances for remarriage are very good. One 
authority states that divorced persons find 
mates much faster than their contempo- 
raries who have never been married. Inves- 
tigators have found that a divorcee at 30, 
has 94 chances in 100 of remarrying. 

Divorced men of all ages, however, re- 
marry sooner and oftener than women. And 
according to Dr. Jessie Bernard, professor 
of sociology at Pennsylvania State College, 
a second marriage has about the same 
chances of success as the average first mar- 


riage. THE END 


75 per cent of all divorce suits 
filed are granted, I discovered, and nine out 
. divorces are obtained on one or 
cruelty, adul- 
tery, desertion, neglect to provide, drunk- 
however, say 
that the real marital difficulty is rarely men- 
and often the divorcing 
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club had sponsored a fashion show at our 
family church that day. 

| was thrilled when she told me that the 
members of the club were hiring the serv- 
ices of a professional modelling agency to 
give the affair a lot of tone and color. But I 
was shocked when she added: 

But we're also going to have other 
models, dear.” Her eyes twinkled. “All the 
members of the club have agreed to get 
their daughters and sons to participate.” 

‘But, mother,” I protested. “Isn’t that a 
little silly—when you’ve got the best models 
in town? Now, who would want to look at 
amateurs who may not even know how to 
wear their clothes right, how to carry them- 
I’m sure, for instance, that you’re 
not thinking of me being in the show.” 

\ little of the twinkle left mother’s eyes. 

Well, for goodness sakes, child,” she 
came back. “Of course I do. Anyway, can’t 
you see that, no matter how expert these 
professional folks may be, the people in the 
church and the friends of the club members 
will get a bigger kick out of seeing folks 
they know wearing their very best and lord- 
ing it down the aisle. What’s wrong with 
you? You're a pretty girl, got a nice body. 


selves 


Sorta take after your ma.” 
She added the last sentence in a kidding 
way. Mother was so good-natured, so much 


fun. She’s been my buddy all along, rather 
than a stern mother. As much as I dreaded 
the idea of walking down the center aisle of 
Nazarene Congregational, decked out in 
finery, the target of critical eyes, I knew I 
couldn’t let mother down. 

I kissed her. 

Don’t pay me any mind, darling. I'll be 
in your fashion show and just watch me 
knock ’em dead.” 

here were going to be advantages to 
this, after all. It meant that I would be able 
to get father to come through with the 
snazzy sports costume I’d seen in the young 
misses’ department of Carson Pirie & Scott. 
Young miss! It wouldn’t be long before I’d 
be unable to claim that category. Here I 
was twenty-five and still a miss. 

Of course, I didn’t look my age and I had 
no complaint to make about the lack of 
male attention. I had my quota of dates and 
had even been flattered by several pro- 
posals. But the right fellow just hadn’t 
come along yet. Maybe I had read too many 
books. Maybe I wanted a storybook ro- 

ince. However you sized it up, I had made 
ip my mind not to get married, as a num- 
ber of people in my set had done, just for 
the sake of getting married. 

[ wanted a handsome young knight to 
come dashing up on his white horse, or 
something like that. 
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Maybe, I told myself with gentle sarcasm, 
maybe this fashion show would bring my 
knight along. Maybe some dashing young 
man in the audience, someone I’d never met 
before, would be impressed with me and 
that could be the beginning of something 
beautiful and exciting. 

My flight into this kind of fantasy didn’t, 
for one minute, lead me to believe that Carl- 
ton Phillips would turn out to be the knight. 

In the first place, I wanted my knight to 
be a stranger. Carlton wasn’t. I’d never con- 
sidered him as anything but a real cute 
youngster, much below my age bracket or 
attention. His family and mine had a nod- 
ding acquaintance but, after all, the Phil- 
lips “had everything”—money, a fine home, 
two cars and top position in the very class- 
conscious community. Instinctively, coming 
out of a modest home—not poor but aver- 
age, I resented people like the Phillips. 

It surprised me at the first rehearsal for 
the show to find Carlton on hand as one of 
the younger of the young men who were 
going to model clothes. His family had 
scarcely bothered with our church, outside 
of making large annual donations and 
showing up on occasions like Christmas and 
Easter. 

I had always been careful and neat about 
my clothes. Even though father didn’t have 
the income to give me a large wardrobe or 
the very best, I’d always had the knack of 
caring for what I had and making the most 
of it. Ever since I’d realized that I was go- 
ing to be in a fashion show, however, 
there’d been a change in my attitude about 
dressing. Leisure time found me in front 
of my mirror, studying various ways to im- 
prove my appearance, to highlight my best 
features and to make my complexion glow, 
as the magazine ads put it. I read a num- 
ber of articles on beauty care and style. 
Mother and father noticed my increased at- 
tention to. myself and had their fun kid- 
ding me about it. 

I didn’t mind the kidding because, under- 
neath it all, I sensed that they were proud 
of the extra dash of style which was obvious 
in my appearance. The knowledge that I 
looked more than presentable did a great 
deal for my ego. The evening of the re- 
hearsal for the show, I “knew I was sharp,” 
as the saying goes. 

I wasn’t alone in that opinion. I could 
tell by the admiring glances of the men and 
the jealous stares of the girls that I was 
at my best. I had no intentions of taking 
advantage of the situation or creating any 
enemies among the girls, but Carlton 
Phillips, himself looking more than hand- 
some in a neat dark suit, wouldn’t let well 
enough alone. 

Carlton, who had never said twenty words 
to me before at one time, aggravated the 
situation, coming over to me as I stood 
talking in the midst of a group of girls 
and fellows. 

“Hey, beautiful,” he teased. “What cloud 
did you float in on? Did anybody ever tell 
you you're the sharpest thing in town?” 

He said it right in front of everyone and 
so they could hear it. He was regarding 


with me an appreciation which made me 
want to blush. 

To cover my confusion, I resorted to 
kidding him in return. 

“What a line the youth of today is devel- 
oping,” I retorted. 

This didn’t faze Carlton. 

“If it’s a good line, its because there’s 
such a pretty catch around,” he came back. 
“And you don’t hook the pretty fish with. 
out the best materials. Right, Sugar?” 

I could almost feel the antagonisms of 
the girls around me. Carlton Phillips was 
easily the most attractive boy in the neigh. 
borhood. I decided I'd better end this 
conversation as quickly as possible. The 
only way to do that was by being nice. 

“I’m really grateful to you, Carlton, for 
the compliments,” I told him. “But with 
so many other pretty girls around, I don’t 
understand why you picked on me.” 

He grinned charmingly. 

“You will, honey,” he promised. “You 
will.” 


QEEMINGLY, I WAS destined to become 
the glamor girl of Nazarene. Patricia 
Balance, the head of the modelling agency, 
had volunteered to coach us amateurs for 
the show. Miss Vance paid a great deal 
more attention to me than to any of the 
rest. She said frankly, in front of the whole 
group, that I had a great deal of promise 
and could easily become a_ professional 
model. She pointed me out as an example 
to girls who weren’t catching on quickly 
enough, took me aside and gave me valu- 
able tips about makeup, my clothes and 
the ways to save money when one shops for 
glamor. : 

This didn’t do anything to make me popu- 
lar with the girls. Nor did it help matters 
that Carlton began paying me as much 
attention as if I had been a queen and he 
was my favorite court attendant. It was 
Carlton who offered frank compliments on 
the way I looked, the way I was progressing 
in rehearsals. It was Carlton who always 
remembered to get my hat and coat from 
the church checkroom when rehearsal was 
over; Carlton who, without my even realiz- 
ing it, got me into the habit of looking 
forward*to his taking me home, calling for 
me to go to rehearsal. 

Mother, noticing these developments, had 
a comment to make. 

“Robbing the cradle, huh?” she cracked. 

I’d always appreciated Mother’s sense of 
humor and, normally, this statement would 
have been nothing to take seriously. But, 
instinctively, I resented what she had said. 
Somehow, I'd already worked up a sense 
of guilt about accepting Carlton’s atten 
tions. I had the uncomfortable feeling that, 
behind my back, all the envious girls pat- 
ticipating in the show rehearsals, were say- 
ing the same thing, sneering at the idea of 
my constant companionship with Carlton. 

Basically, I was disturbed about this. 
But, outwardly, I was defiant. In the first 
place, while I didn’t realize it then, Carlton 
was finding himself a warm place in my 
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heart. He was so refreshing and sweet with 
his frank, unashamed worship of me. 

I kept telling myself that Carlton was 
just a sweet kid who liked me and that I 
enjoyed his company. That, I wanted to 
believe, was all there was to it. I found 
out differently the night of the show. I 
found out how Carlton felt about me and 
how I felt about him. 

The show was a personal triumph for 
me. Father had bought me the sports out- 
ft I craved. With the benefit of all Miss 
Balance had taught me, I had done every- 
thing possible to make myself look glamor- 
ous, to carry myself with all the sureness 
and grace of a trained model. As I went 
down the aisle of the church and walked 
back and forth across the stage, I heard 
the admiring exclamations of the audience. 

I felt like a million dollars and that 
helped make me look like a million. But 
the greatest was yet to come. It happened 
when announcements of the winners were 
made. There were prizes in the profes- 
sional and amateur divisions. I won the 
first prize for non-professional models. To 
make my victory even sweeter, I heard— 
with a gasp—Patricia Balance announce 
that she was awarding me a scholarship in 
her modelling school. 

Carlton was the first to congratulate me. 
Mother and Father were waiting to tell me 
how proud they were as Carlton told me: 

“Sugar, you were wonderful. If the 
judges hadn’t given you the first prize, it 
would have been the biggest fraud that ever 
happened. I sure am proud I know you.” 

I saw a slight frown come across father’s 
face as he watched the admiring look on 
Carlton’s face. 

My parents were waiting around to take 
me home. But Carlton wasn’t for that. 

“If you don’t mind, Mr. Anderson,” he 
told father, “I’d like to see Hazel home. 
I have been taking her home, you know, 
and we’ve got lots of things to talk about 
her modelling career. Maybe I'll even be 
her manager.” 

I had a moment of fright as I saw how 
father accepted this kidding remark from 
Carlton. I knew father. He was awfully 
outspoken. I sensed that he wanted to put 
Carlton in his place as a bold youngster. 
But Mother, as always, came to the rescue. 

“Of course we don’t. mind, Carlton,” she 
said. Turning to me, she added: 

“Don’t stay out too late, darling.” 

Carlton had his dad’s car. He suggested 
that we go somewhere we could dance and 
have a drink. 

“Tt isn’t always that a glamor queen gets 
crowned,” he argued. 

I consented. It was sitting on top of the 
world. I’d never felt as wonderful in my 
life. Carlton took me to an intimate little 
club which had a pretty show and the kind 
of atmosphere which suits the happiest 
moods. After the third martini, he leaned 
toward me and said: 

“Hazel, would you be my girl?” 

Demeed. 

A hundred things flitted through my 
mind. The first was the realization that this 


scene with Carlton had happened before. 
It had happened in my dreams. The next 
thing I thought about was Mother’s state- 
ment: 

“Robbing the cradle.” 

True, Carlton was eight years younger 
than I. But somehow, when I was in his 
company, this was hard to believe or re- 
member. Something told me that I should 
pass off this simple, boyishly appealing 
question he had asked. But two other fac- 
tors interfered. The first was that I knew 
now for sure, that to dismiss Carlton from 
my life would be about as easy as cutting 
my heart out. The second was the old de- 
fiance about what people thought and would 
think of our relationship. My answer came 
swiftly, impulsively. 

“Yes, Carlton, I will be your girl,” 
swered tenderly. 

The rest of the time we spent at the club 
lives with me always as in a beautiful haze. 
We danced as if in a dream and, all the 
while, Carlton was whispering words of 
love in my ear. I was the happiest girl in 
the world. Winning the fashion show 
award, then having Carlton want me for 
his very own made me forget that there 
was any way to look at life except through 
rose-colored glasses. 

Carlton held me in his arms as if the 
next moment some terrible fate might sep- 
arate us. But he really held me close to 
him outside my door as we said good night. 
Maybe he was younger than I, but no one 
could ever accuse him of not knowing how 
to make love to a girl. My arms stole about 
his neck. My lips were pressed tight to his. 
The heat of his passionate kiss sent waves 
of dizzying delight through me from head to 
toe. 

My heart throbbed with the relief of a 
satisfied ache. So long I had looked and 
waited for love. Carlton was giving it to 
me. In the midst of a fiercely passionate 
clinch, just as control was about to slip 
away from the both of us, father opened the 
door, looking about as pleasant as a thun- 
derbolt. 

“What in the devil is going on here?” he 
demanded. 

I was trembling with fear. I knew 
father’s terrible temper. But before I could 
speak, Carlton faced father squarely and 
announced: 

“Mr. Anderson. I’m in love with Hazel 
and she loves me. We’re engaged. We want 
to get married.” 

I could almost feel the terrific tension 
building up inside of father. He clenched 
his fists. 

“Why you young whippersnapper,” he 
exploded. “You must be crazy. My daugh- 
ter has more sense than to mary a baby like 
you. Why, she’s old enough to be your— 
your mother. If she hasn’t got sense enough 
to know that, I'll see that she wakes up— 
but fast. Now, you get out of here. And 


I an- 


don’t come back.” 

My fear was gone—erased by the hu- 
miliation of father’s exaggerating my age 
and the protective desire to keep him from 
hurting Carlton’s feelings any further. 
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“Now, you listen to me, fatlier,” I de- 
clared angrily. “I’m old enough to make 
up my own mind about my life and I think 
you're terrible talking to Carlton like this. 
What he says is true. We’re in love and 
we're going to get married. If I can’t see 
him at home, I'll still see him any time or 
any place I can.” 

Father glared at me. For a minute he 
looked as though he were going to explode 
again. Then he turned around and marched 
into the house, leaving the door wide open. 

‘You’d better go now, darling,” I told 
Carlton. “Don’t worry about a thing. He'll 
come around.” 

Dad did come .around even though it 
took a pitched verbal battle that night be- 
fore he decided to be reasonable. Even 
then, he didn’t consent to our getting mar- 
ried. But, thanks to mother’s intervention 
and my own determination, he consented to 
allow Carlton to call. He made me promise 
that Carlton and I wouldn’t do anything 
hasty; that we would wait for at least a 
year before we married. 

Looking back now, I can truthfully say 
that father’s obvious desire to protect me 
by demanding that we delay any specific 
action, helped bring about the scandal 
which occurred. Many people believe that 
long engagements help to test whether a 
couple will be happy. Personally, I am 
opposed to them. If people are meant for 
each other, there’s no point in delaying 
their being together legally and for life. 

Carlton and I knew we belonged to- 
gether. For quite a while, we were. patient, 
waiting out our time and satisfying our- 
selves with the words of endearment, the 
good night kiss, the fond caresses. 

But soon, despite our fight to keep it 
from happening, the words of endearment 
became murmurs of desire, the kisses be- 
came more impassioned, the caresses more 
than we could bear. 

We began meeting stealthily in a little 
park in the neighborhood. One night, when 


the moon was full and the soft murmurs in 
the tree branches spoke of love, I gave my- 
self to Carlton, wildly, passionately, 
shamelessly. It was the beginning of our 
illicit love and once it had begun, there 
was no way of stopping. 


Even when Dr. Bates told me I was going 
to have a child, I didn’t care. All I wanted 
was Carlton. I wanted him all the more 
because our affair had become an object 
of vicious gossip. So-called “friends,” the 
kind who like to tell you “what they are 
saying, my dear,” had run to me with the 
latest in the rumor-mill. 

“They say Carlton’s folks are positively 
mortified because he is ‘carrying on’ with a 
girl your age,” they told me. 

Jennie Robinson didn’t want the Alphas 
to invite you to the formal because she said 
you were a cradle-snatcher—right in the 
meeting she said it,” they confided. 

“What will all these people say now, 
Carlton?” I asked him frightenedly the 
night I told him that I had confirmed my 
suspicions at Dr. Bates’ office. 

“Who cares what they say when you’re 
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going to be my wife—right now?” Carlton 
demanded belligerently. 

So we decided to get married. 

We didn’t tell anyone in either family. 
We sneaked off and let a justice of the 
peace make us one. Then we came back 
and confessed. 

Father pitched a scene. Curiously enough, 
it wasn’t Dr. Phillips, Carlton’s father, who 
caused any trouble. He took the philo- 
sophical attitude about it all. What Carlton 
wanted to do, he was for. It was Mrs. 
Phillips, the proudly snobbish socialite, 
who created the big unpleasantness. 

She stormed and raged, threatened to 
have the marriage annulled. She cried and 
raved about how Carlton had disgraced her, 
marrying a “woman of the world” and 
someone “below her social set.” 

Carlton didn’t weaken before all of this. 
I loved him for the staunch way he stood 
up to his mother and told her that, if she 
couldn’t accept me as her daughter-in-law, 
she could forget that he was her son. 

Finally, Mrs. Phillips realized she would 
have to accept me. Everything went 
smoothly until she learned about my preg- 
nancy. Carlton and I were living with his 
parents. It was quite obvious to me that 
his mother hated me heartily. In every way 
possible, she showed it and tried to make 
my life uncomfortable. I could take this 
because I was secure in Carlton’s love for 
me. But when it became necessary for us 
to confess that there was to be a baby, 
Mrs. Phillips became almost insanely 
furious. 

“You common, low girl,” she screamed 
at me. “How dare you bring such scandal 
on our family. The idea of taking a young, 
inexperienced boy like my son and leading 
him into trouble.” 

I bit my tongue and refrained from snap- 
ping back at her, but that night I told 
Carlton that I couldn’t stay in that house 
any longer. 

Carlton was employed by a leading in- 
surance company. Recently, due to his de- 
termination to make good without the help 
of his dad, he had been doing a terrific job. 

“Tt’s all right, honey,” he said consol- 
ingly. “I make enough money for us to get 
out and get on our own.” 

We moved that week into a two and one- 
half room apartment on Drexel Boulevard. 
There was nothing to interfere with our 
happiness now. Carlton was an ideal hus- 
band. He was so tender to me during my 
pregnancy. I almost burst with pride one 
morning in the hospital when I offered him 
our newborn son, a squalling little bundle 
of life. 

“T want to call him Carlton too, dear,” 
I said. “He'll be a junior. Junie. That’s a 
good nickname.” 

Our lives revolved around Junie. Every- 
thing about him was a delight; his half- 
closed eyes when he was an infant; the first 
time he called Carlton something that 
sounded like Daddy; his growing up into 
a sturdy little boy. 

Even Mrs. Phillips had to come around. 
She adored Junie and adoring him gave 


her an excuse to forgive me for “ruining” 
her son’s life. 

But Mrs. Phillips was the only enemy | 
had who forgave me. 

I had made many enemies among the 
girls I knew by my winning the fashion 
show. I had made more among those who 
were jealous that I had walked off with 
Carlton. All these people took particular 
delight in noting how soon after our mar- 
riage Junie had been born. 

If I had shown the strength of character 
which Carlton showed with his mother, 
everything would have been fine. For the 
first few years of our marriage, nothing 
happened to upset our harmony. But, as 
Junie began to grow up, as he began to 
leave the shelter of the home and have play- 
mates, the viciousness of the gossipers 
started coming home to me. 

There was the day when Junie came run- 
ning home with one of his eyes blackened, 
the tears streaming down his face. I clasped 
him to me. 

“What happened, darling?” I demanded, 

Between his hysterical sobs I got the 
story. 

One of Junie’s little playmates had hurt 
his feelings. It was the age-old story of a 
child repeating the slander he had heard 
at home. 

“My mommy says your mommy ain’t no 
good and that you was born out of sin,” the 
playmate had taunted Junie. 

I comforted him. But my heart was sick. 
This was only the beginning of like inci- 
dents which tortured Junie and me. Look- 
ing back over the years of my marriage, | 
realized that quietly, but effectively, I had 
been snubbed by Carlton’s crowd and even 
by some of my old friends. 

There were parties and dances to which 
we weren’t invited or to which invitations 
were sent, pointedly addressed to Carlton 
only. 

Carlton was very calm about these inci- 
dents. 

“Why worry, baby,” he told me. “As 
long as the three of us have each other, we 
really shouldn’t care about anyone else.” 

But, being a woman, I worried. 

My worry began to show up and to reflect 
on our family life. I resented Carlton's 
easy attitude about the situation—which 
was only a situation because I had made 
it so. I resented those of his friends who 
still clung to him, feeling that they were 
being patronizing to me only because of 
him. 

All these dark feelings came to a head 
the night of the big Mardi Gras dance 
given by the Kappas. Carlton came home 
from the office and announced that he was 
going to the affair. I stared at him incredw- 
lously. 

“You mean you’re going by yourself?” 
I demanded. 

Carlton looked uncomfortable. All the 
time we’d been married, he had never gone 
out to a dance without me. 

“Well, yes, dear,” he said. “I really had 
meant to mention it to you before. The it 
vitation came to the office and the only ree 
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son I want to go is that I understand 
there’s going to be a Roger Beasley there 
from the Continental Cab Company. This 
guy, I know from confidential sources, is 
getting ready to buy a boatload of insur- 
ance. I’ve been trying to meet him under 
social conditions for two weeks and this is 
my chance.” 

He came over to me and looked in my 
eyes pleadingly. 

“Please understand, darling,” he said. 
“It’s really for business reasons.” 

The tension of the past months flared up 
jnto an unreasonable blind rage. 

“Business,” I screamed. “I know how 
much business it is. You’re just like the 
rest of those snooty pigs you call your 
friends. You agree with them secretly that 
I'm not good enough for you. If you were 
any kind of a man, you’d resent the idea 
of people snubbing your wife, taunting your 
child, sending invitations to your office so 
they won’t have to invite your wife to their 
cheap little affairs. I hate you. I’m sorry 
lever married you. I’m sorry I let you dis- 
grace me and your precious mother.” 

Carlton stood, looking at me for a mo- 
ment. Then he shook his head sadly. 

“They really got to you with their evil 
tongues and silly gossip, didn’t they, 
baby?” he said. 

Then he turned around and walked out 
of the room, into the little alcove he used 
for an office. He stayed there for two hours. 
During those two hours, I suffered all kinds 
of torment. I knew I had been wrong; that 
even if Carlton had been unjustified in 
intending to go to the dance, I should 
never have vented my hate on him or said 
the things I’d said. I knew I owed him an 
apology. 

Shamefaced, I crept into the little room. 

“Carlton, dear,” I said. “I’m sorry for 
the things I said. Please go to the dance. 
I'll understand, really I will.” 

“No, darling, I’m not going,” he told me 
quietly. “I guess it’s somewhat my fault 
that I couldn’t see how much you’d been 
hurt by people in this town. I love you ter- 
tibly Hazel. And anyone who can hurt you 
enough to make you feel the way you did 
against me—even for a moment—that per- 
son is my enemy. I don’t want what they 
have to offer—not even large accounts like 
I was going to try to snag tonight.” 

No matter how I argued, Carlton 
wouldn’t go. We made up that night and I 
was happy—until a month later when I 
learned that another salesman from a rival 
company of Carlton’s had signed the Con- 
tinental Cab Company to a fabulous policy. 
Iknew then that I would always blame my- 
self for having stood in Carlton’s way. This 
knowledge cured me of any tendency to 
allow gossip and nastiness of small-minded 
people to come in between me and Carlton. 

After all, as Carlton had said, the three 
of us had one another—and that was what 
really counted. With the new serenity I 
now had, I could devote my life happily to 
my husband and my son. Junie was grow- 
ing beautifully into sweet, serious boyhood. 

was crazy about us and we lived only 
omake him happy. He was happy too and 


so was I—until twelve years after—when 
the terrible accident happened. 

Carlton’s death was characteristic of his 
life. As long as I’d known him, he’d been 
the kind of person who sacrificed himself 
for others. I remember with a cruel clarity 
the evening the huge policeman came to our 
door and broke the news. Carlton had been 
coming home from work. A little boy had 
dashed in front of a careening cab. Carlton 
had leaped out to snatch him from danger. 
The boy had been saved. Carlton had been 
instantly killed. 

That was the first time I believed my 
world had ended. The only thing that saved 
my sanity was Junie. Realizing the extent 
of Junie’s grief, I knew that I had to give 
him all the love and sympathy at my com- 
mand. This wasn’t hard to do because 
Junie was a completely lovable boy. Not 
yet in his early teens, he had a sense of 
responsibility which was almost frighten- 
ing. When he did regain his balance from 
the shock of his father’s death, Junie’s main 
ambition in life was to grow up fast enough 
so he could take care of me. 

In fact, he didn’t even wait to grow up. 
Junie, without telling me, got a job after 
school, distributing newspapers. It was 
touching and wonderful to watch him, to 
notice how he devoted he was, how he faith- 
fully turned over to me his little earnings to 
help with the household expenses. Carlton 
had left a substantial insurance and a 
fairly sizeable bank account, but, thinking 
of Junie’s future, I had taken a job as re- 
ceptionist in a photo studio. 

Junie’s after-school work didn’t interfere 
with his natural brilliance as a pupil. He 
made me very proud of him. In his senior 
class he was elected class president. He 
won other honors. I don’t know which gave 
me the greater thrill—when I saw him ac- 
cepting his high school diploma or when he 
entered college on a scholarship. 

My whole life was built up around Junie. 
It was somewhat of a shock to me when he 
got involved in his first serious love affair. 
Proudly, but a little apprehensively, he 
brought the girl home to meet me. She was 
a sweet thing, obviously very much in love 
with my son. My first reaction was typical 
of a mother. 

I had the sinking realization that it was 
possible for me to lose Junie. But it wasn’t 
hard for me to forget what heartbreak had 
been brought to me and Carlton because of 
the interference of our parents. When Junie 
told me he wanted to become engaged to 
the girl and that they planned marriage 
when he finished college, I gave them my 
blessing. I had to lose Junie some day. 

I never expected to lose him the way I 
did. When the Japs struck Pearl Harbor, 
I knew before Junie came home that eve- 
ning that I would face his desire to enlist. 
Junie wasn’t the type to shun his duty. 

“Mother,” he began painfully. “I... 

“When do you leave, son?” I asked him. 

“Oh, Mom, you’re so understanding,” 
Junie told me, falling to his knees beside 
me. He put his arms around me and held 
me close. 
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It was the last time I was to know the 
sweetness of Junie’s arms about me. The 
War Department wire came six months 
later. Junie had been killed. Like his father, 
his death had been heroic. But the heroism 
of death can’t erase the sorrow in the hearts 
of the beloved of the dead. 

That was the second time I felt my life 
had ended. 

To make matters worse, now that I was 
alone, Carlton’s mother, who had long con- 
cealed quite badly her hatred for me, cre- 
ated an ugly incident at my home after the 
funeral. 

In front of everyone there, she upbraided 
me for ruining her son’s life, as she put it. 
With no consideration for the fact that I 
had buried a husband, then a son, she said 
the most horrible things about me. She had 
only veiled her dislike as long as Carlton— 
then Junie, who she had dearly loved—were 
around. 

Word of this unusual incident of a 
mother-in-law turning on her bereaved 
daughter-in-law before a dead husband had 
been in the ground twenty-four hours, went 
the rounds of the gossip mill. Once again 
that Phillips woman was the main topic of 
spiteful back-fence and telephone conversa- 
tion. 

All my calm was shattered now. If I 
hadn’t been so deep a believer in the laws 
of God, I think I would have killed myself. 

It’s ironic how a person will be so fanati- 
cally faithful to the laws of God in one re- 
spect and then go off on a moral tangent in 
another. 

Viewing my life in retrospect, after I 
had buried Junie, I began to wonder what 
it profited a person to try to live a decent 
life. As far as I could judge, the only real 
mistake I had made had been in giving my- 
self to a man before we were married. Was 
this a sin so black that my whole existence 
must be cursed for it? 

First there had been Carlton’s death; 
then Junie’s; then the unbearable hatred 
of my mother-in-law. Throughout it all had 
seeped the vicious poison of gossip, slander, 
the snub, the innuendo, the pointed finger. 

Talk, talk, talk. Deadly, slanderous talk! 

Out of the grief for Junie, out of my bur- 
dening self-pity, I arose a different person. 
I was tarnished now with the craving for re- 
venge. I was filled with the need for defi- 
ance. Talk about me, would they? I’d give 
them something to talk about. I’d become 
the most discussed woman in town. 

They had called me a cradle-snatcher. 
Well, I’d show them how a cradle-snatcher 
operated. I’d show them. 

My mirror told me that I was still attrac- 
tive enough to accomplish almost anything 
I wanted to accomplish. I still had a pretty 
figure. I still had plenty of clothes. I still 
had charm. 

When I created this fantastic resolve in 
my mind—this plan to set the town talking, 
I didn’t know exactly how I would go about 
it. But there was one thing I knew I must 
accomplish first. I must crash the very so- 
ciety which had snubbed me. I knew how 
to do that. 


In the life of almost every married 
woman there is at least one man who 
crosses her path who lets her know in un- 
mistakable fashion that he could be hers 
for the asking. In my life that man was Dr. 
Paul Sands. Dr. Sands had been the Phil- 
lips’ family doctor for years. He was a dis- 
tinguishedly greying roue of a man with 
enough money and social position to keep 
him from being tarred and feathered and 
run out of the community for his many ex- 
ploits with married women and his many 
attempts to seduce young girls. 

When Carlton and I had married, Dr. 
Sands became our family physician. On sey- 
eral occasions, he had attempted to become 
over-intimate with me during office visits. | 
had finally had to tell him off and he had 
respected the sincerity and fire of my de- 
nouncement. But every time I saw him, he 
made me aware all over again of his obvi- 
ous desire for me. 

I was going to use Dr. Sands. I would 
stoop to anything to put across my point. 

I put my campaign into operation by call- 
ing him and inviting him to visit me for 
cocktails. I almost sneered with contempt 
at the eagerly amazed way he accepted. 

His visit was a distasteful thing. The doc- 
tor arrived, obviously certain that my invi- 
tation meant I was willing to submit to his 
advances. I used the utmost diplomacy in 
repulsing these advances and, at the same 
time, giving him the impression that I was 
interested. I allowed him to kiss me several 
times, but I firmly refused to give in to his 
impassioned pleading for more than kisses. 

I wangled an invitation to accompany 
him to the Zetas formal. It was the toniest 
affair of the season. 

It was at the Zetas that I met Jerry Tate. 
And the moment I laid eyes on him and 
found out who he was, I knew how I would 
carry out my scheme to set the town on its 
ears. 

Jerry Tate was the son of the South 
Side’s richest real estate operator. He was 
the most eligible bachelor in town. But he 
wasn’t destined to be a bachelor long. He 
was engaged to Susan Whitlock. Jerry was 
a boldly handsome fellow and his fiancee a 
delicately pretty girl. Their forthcoming 
marriage had been top-billed in the society 
pages as a union of the first families of the 
community. 

Jerry was, I guessed, about twenty-five— 
some eighteen years younger than I. 

Young enough, I thought, as I watched 
him dancing, to fall for the charms of an 
experienced, attractive widow. 

“Paul,” I asked sweetly. “Won’t you in 
troduce me to Jerry Tate? I’m curious to 
know whether there’s a spot of mentality 
behind that beautiful exterior.” 

Paul Sands was much too conceited to 
dream what was on my mind. Between 
dances, he led me over to where Jcrry had 
paused to speak with a group. 

“Jerry, I’d like you to meet the loveliest 
lady in town,” Paul said. 

Jerry bowed graciously. Close up, he was 
even better-looking than I'd believed. 

“It’s a distinct pleasure,” he said 
smoothly, taking my hand. “Dance?” 
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This was going along more rapidly than 

I'd hoped for. 

I consented and we danced. I had only a 
few minutes out there on that floor to do 
what I wanted to do—get Jerry interested 
in me. I melted in his arms, held my hand 
caressingly light against the nape of his 
neck. I talked. 

I told Jerry how utterly handsome he 
was. I told him how I'd drooled so many 
times over his picture in the newspapers. I 
told how envious I was over Susan Whitlock 
who could be so young, so beautiful and— 
greatest of all—have him for her very own. 

He drank in every word. I could almost 
see his ego mounting. He murmured com- 
pliments in return. 

When I was certain his ego had reached 
the proper point, I made a play for his sym- 
pathy. I used woman’s age-old weapon—the 
headache. 

I pressed my hand swiftly to my temple 
and uttered a tiny, feminine gasp. 

“Oh, Jerry,” I cried. “Take me out in the 
air for a moment. My head is bursting.” 

He was very much concerned. He took me 
rapidly to the checkroom, got my wrap and 
his and out into the street we went. 

“Shall we get aspirins?” he asked solici- 
tously. 

“Oh no, Jerry. They never do any good,” 
I said piteously. 

“Never? You mean a pretty creature like 
you is bothered with headaches often?” he 
asked. 

“Yes,” I said resignedly. “The only thing 
that will do any good is air. Plenty of air. 
Air rushing past me. Like it does when you 
drive rapidly.” 

He made a suggestion which he actually 
thought was his idea. 

“How about our taking a little drive 
out on the Outer Drive? Maybe that will 
do it.” 

“That will, Jerry.” I agreed. “But it 
would be so terribly unfair of you not to go 
back inside. Ill just take a cab and go 
home.” 

I drew a deep breath for the split second 
which elapsed. 

“I can’t leave you like this,” Jerry said. 
“I can explain to my party later.” 

“Even Susan?” I asked innocently. 

“Even Susan,” he agreed. 

I snuggled down close beside him as his 
high-powered Cadillac hit the seductively 
curving Outer Drive. The moon was full 
above us. 

“Oh, Jerry,” I murmured. “You're so nice 
to an old lady. So nice.” 

“Old lady,” he jeered. “You’re the 
youngest-looking beauty I’ve ever seen to 
call herself old.” 

‘Tm terrible to let you do this,” I told 
him. “I should have let you take me to Dr. 
Sands. After all, he was my escort. But the 
only thing is . . .” 

Then I broke down into tears, tears that 
Were so violent that even I began to wonder 
if I was overacting my part. 

Jerry was terribly disturbed. At the next 
exit to the Drive he swerved over, parked on 
a dark street. 
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“What’s wrong, Mrs. Phillips?” he de- 
manded. “Why are you so unhappy.” 

This was the time for my big scene. I 
confessed. At least, it sounded like a con- 
fession. I told Jerry how lonely I was. How 
I’d lost my husband, then my son. I told 
him that the only pleasure I could get out 
of life was in going out once in a while, see- 
ing people. But the only person I'd found 
willing to take me out was Paul Sands. 

“And, Jerry, forgive me for saying it,” I 
begged heartbrokenly. “But I just found 
out tonight that Dr. Sands is a—a—terrible 
man. Why, on the way to the dance he tried 
to, he tried to . . .” 

Jerry’s voice was gruff. 

“To do this?” he asked. He took me in 
his arms and kissed me. 

I gave him my lips, hungrily, seekingly, 
like a hurt child seeking sympathy for a 
bruise. Then, suddenly, I broke away. 

My false tears began to flow again. 

“You're just like Dr. Sands,” I said bro- 
kenly. “Only, Jerry, I wanted you to kiss 
me. I didn’t want him to. Take me to a sub- 
way or somewhere I can find a cab. I want 
to go home. I want to go home. I’ve no right 
to try to find happiness.” 

Jerry took me in his arms again almost 
roughly. 

“Tm not like Sands,” he said. “I kissed 
you because I wanted to kiss you, not be- 
cause you're just another woman to be 
taken advantage of.” 

Then he kissed me again. 

It was a passionate, burning kiss. 

“Take me home, Jerry,” I murmured in 
his ear when it was finished. “Take me 
home and stay with me for a while.” 

I had made him forget that Susan was 
waiting back at the dance. I had made him 
forget everything but me. He drove at a 
furious pace. 

When we got home, I opened the door of 
my apartment. Jerry followed me in. I 
closed the door behind him and went into 
his arms with a little cry. 

I belonged to Jerry that night—and the 
night after—and many nights after that. 

The whole town talked about the latest 
sensational affair. The gossip columns 
wrote about it. Susan Whitlock wrote Jerry 
and announced that she had broken their 
engagement. 

Through it all, I held him. I held him by 
pretending to want to let him go. I held him 
by playing the part of the lonely, deserted 
widow. I held him by breaking down into 
tears about the wrong I had led him into 


and how I was wrecking his reputation. | 
pleaded with him to leave me. But my lips 
dared him to leave. 

He did leave though, finally. He left me 
after our affair had been going along for 
three months. Jerry left me when Susan 
Whitlock tried unsuccessfully to commit 
suicide and the papers carried the story. It 
was after that that Jerry sent me the note 
saying we were through . . . 

And this afternoon, they were married. 

I can hear the church bells now in my 
fevered mind. The church bells are ringing 
out for Jerry Tate and Susan Whitlock. But 
it isn’t church bells I hear. It is the door 
bell. My door. Blindly, I get up from the 
sofa and open the door. 

A woman is standing there. I gasp. with 
fright. It is Mrs. Phillips, Carlton’s mother, 
The woman who hates me. 

I must be dreaming. 

““May I come in, Hazel?” she asks. 

She enters. She leads me over to the sofa. 
She is gentle. She has a look of pity and 
kindness on her face. 

She sits down, drawing me down beside 
her. 

“Hazel,” she says. “I was in the church 
this afternoon. I was there when you 
jumped up and ran out. I thought I was 
happy then because I had hated you and | 
knew how you felt. I gloated in my mind 
because I could tell you were terribly hurt. 
Then I went home, Hazel, and I sat down 
in front of Carlton’s picture. His picture al- 
most seemed to speak to me. 

“He almost seemed to say, ‘Mother, go to 
my Hazel and ask her forgiveness and for- 
give her. I still love her, Mother, even now 
that I am dead.’ I came right over, Hazel, to 
beg your forgiveness and to say that you 
will never find peace by trying to get even 
with those who have hurt you. I want you to 
give up this apartment and come live with 
me—Carlton’s mother. You will find peace 
in our home where he grew up and which 
he left because he loved you.” 

I am crying now. But these tears are un- 
like any tears I have ever known. I look into 
the eyes of Carlton’s mother through the 
mist of my tears. I see in them a love and 
compassion which makes me know that ina 
minute I will do what she says. In a minute, 
I will go with her to her home—to the home 
where Carlton grew up, where Junie went 
to play on Saturday afternoons; where I 
can think calmly, dream peacefully and— 


perhaps someday—find forgiveness for my 
sin. THE END 
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gone before me. I had no trouble making 
the high school team and, from then on 
enjoyed a series of triumphs which kept 
my name in the school paper and in the 
local press. Mother and Dad were the most 
ardent rooters I had. I was living a full, 
happy life even though, up until the time I 
was to graduate from high school, I’d never 
had a serious romantic attachment. 

Girls. to me, were wonderful creatures 
to be treated with respect, to enjoy looking 
at, being with and even exchanging an oc- 
casional trade of kisses and embraces. But 
the older fellows, who didn’t practice what 
they preached, had taught me to fear too 
serious connections with girls as injurious 
to my ambitions as an athlete. I wasn’t a 
half-bad looking kid and many girls were 
attracted to me. 

My prowess as an athlete increased the 
female attention I received. But most of 
the girls who were interested in me found 
me an unprofitable investment. Either I 
bored them to death talking basketball or 
insulted them by putting my many hours 
of practice ahead of any ideas they had 
about dates. 

“Some boys are hard to get. This one’s 
impossible.” That’s the way they put it 
in the senior book under my picture. 

My unsociable nature with girls found 
me in a tough spot when graduation rolled 
around. Mother and Dad. who were getting 
a bit worried about my total unconcern 
for the tender sex, made me promise to at- 
tend the Inter-Class Frolic to be held a 
few weeks before graduation. That meant 
a girl. I didn’t have one. What to do? Most 
of the girls who would have let me take 
them to the function had already made their 
dates in self-defense. 

I talked to Jack Ellery, my best friend 
in the senior class. I could trust Jack not 
to laugh at me about such an awkward 
situation. 

“Why, Ralph,” Jack answered my hesi- 
tant question. “You mean you don’t know 
any of the kids here at school well enough 
to ask. You’re much more of a bachelor 
senior than I realized.” 

“It’s no joke, Jack,” 
is a real problem.” 

He sobered and began considering. 

“There’s the Wilson doll. Red-head. Lots 
of fun. But won’t pet 4 

“That doesn’t matter,” I burst forth. 
“Will she go with me?” 

“Say, are you kidding. fella?” Jack 
wanted to know. “Why, after your yeoman 
service for Alma Mammy on the basketball 
court, there’s not a dame in the whole 
senior class who wouldn’t be flattered to 


I pleaded. “This 











have you in tow at the school’s biggest af- 
fair. That is, of course, except Syl.” 

Sylvia Harten was Jack’s current prop- 
erty. 

Jack reeled off name after name. I had 
some objection for each one. We had just 
about settled on Marie Wilson but, even in 
my desperate straits, 1 was wondering how 
I could make it with this titian-haired 
bombshell whose idea of being the life of 
the party was to run her mouth constantly 
and loudly. 

Suddenly Jack snapped his fingers with 
inspiration. 

“Look, guy. I’ve got it. She’s not a 
senior. But she’s just what the doctor 
ordered. Not the serious type you’re so 
deadly afraid of and doesn’t dance much 
better than you. If it was anyone else in 
the world but you, I wouldn’t even suggest 
her.” 

To my horror, I learned that Jack was 
talking about his own sister, Jean, a 
seventh-termer. Close as Jack and I were, 
I’d never met his sister, although I had 
heard him mention her with gruff pride. I 
was really trapped. You couldn’t tell your 
best friend you weren’t interested in taking 
his sister out when he’d offered the oppor- 
tunity with such generosity. There was 
nothing to do but appear to agree heartily. 

I did but I certainly wished I knew more 
about Jean. 


ACK PROMISED to fix things up for 

me. I wanted to suggest that he let me 
visit her and extend the invitation myself, 
but he didn’t give me a chance. So there I 
was with a blind date—hoping. 

Anyway, the problem was off my mind 
and I could go back to concentrating on my 
beloved basketball. 

The big night arrived. It was my first 
chance to wear evening clothes. Dad was 
so proud of me that he had refused to lis- 
ten to the idea of my renting a tuxedo. He 
bought me a beautiful brand new tux with 
all the trimmings. My confidence increased 
by my resplendent clothes, I drove Dad’s 
car to Jack Ellery’s home. 

You’ve heard the old song and dance 
about “boy meets girl.” True confessions 
and romantic authors have served it up in a 
thousand appetizing ways. I can’t do that. 
I never could describe well things or people 
which got me. Jean got me. 

She came down the steps of the Ellery 
home that night and the words of a diffident 

decent-looking—rushed 
Jack had done his sister 
Jean 


brother—halfway 
to my memory. 
a rank injustice with those words. 
was like a lovely dream. 

She had hair that held the hollows of 
darkness, clear brown eyes, an adorable 
mouth, delightfully snub nose and the kind 
of figure which must have inspired the first 
wolf-whistle. I stared. Jean was coolly pos- 
sessed in a misty blue evening gown. She 
looked so sweet I almost lost my nerve. 

“So, you’re my blind date,” she mur- 
mured, moving smilingly toward me. 

“Yes, I’m Ralph Taylor,” I answered, 
feeling foolish but very much excited and 
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proud to think of the sensation she would 
cause when we walked into the dance. 

“You're beautiful,” I blurted. Then I 
felt miserable at the unsophisticated way 
I’d complimented her. 

I think that moment was the last in which 
[ felt any uneasiness toward Jean or in her 
company. She flashed me the warmest 
smile. 

“You're sort of pretty yourself,” she said 
surveying me from head to foot. It sounded 
like the glib kind of comeback which the 
flip chicks about town would have used. 
But what Jean said never appeared to be 
flip. She always seemed to be saying some- 
thing straight out of her heart and with no 
subtle meaning. 

That dance marked an evening Ill never 
forget. Thanks to Jean’s friendly manner, 
her utter lack of conceit or artificiality, we 
had become such friends by the time we 
reached the ballroom that you would have 
thought we had grown up together. The 
newness had worn off our acquaintance 
when we walked into the dance hall and I 
led her to the fringe of the dance floor for 
the first waltz. 

Holding Jean in my arms, I began to 
realize there was something in life other 
than basketball—and infinitely more excit- 
ing. I was in for another delightful sur- 
prise. One reason I’d shied away from so- 
cial affairs was that, despite my skill and 
grace on a basketball court, I’d always felt 
like an idiot on a dance floor. I don’t know 
whether it was because I was so perfectly 
at ease with Jean or not, but we were per- 
tect partners. 

I recall my almost blind rage at class- 
mates who abducted my lovely partner after 
the first few minutes of our arrival and 
others who conspired to introduce me to 
gushing cuties who had nagged them for 
in introduction to the school’s “leading 
basketball star.” I danced a number of 
dances with a succession of the smoothest 
co-eds there, but I was furious that their 
names weren’t Jean. 

My partners must have been cured of 
their curiosity about meeting me. I mut- 
tered minimum replies to their flattering 
talk and stepped on a number of toes. All 
the time, my eyes were searching the merry 
dancing couples in search of a brown-eyed 
princess in pale blue. 

I found Jean just when the orchestra was 
playing “Home, Sweet Home.” I'll never 
forget how happy she looked, how sweetly 
she smiled when I rescued her from the 
attentions of a very handsome football hero. 

“Gee, Jean, I missed you,” I whispered. 

“You needn’t have, Ralph. You’ve been 
dancing with every girl here—except me.” 

The playfully jealous tone of her reply 
made me feel like a millionaire getting a 
free meal. So Jean had been as busy watch- 
ing me as I’d been looking for her. 

The crowd was leaving for a roadside 
spot. Jack came up to us as we were get- 
ting our wraps. 

“How’re you two making it?” he asked, 
beaming. 

“Oh, fine, Jack,” Jean said. 
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“Ditto,” I answered, sending Jack an 
appreciative wink. 

“Coming to Marlowe’s with us?” Jack 
wanted to know. 

I looked at Jean questioningly. Answer- 
ing Jack, but looking straight into my eyes, 
she said. 

“T don’t think so, Jack, honey. If Ralph 
doesn’t mind, I’d like to take a long drive. 
We'd have had such a perfect time if we’d 
seen more of each other tonight. So now 
we're going to finish getting acquainted.” 

“Have a good time, baby,” Jack said, 
kissing her. To me, he quipped: “Take 
good care of my kid sister, you old heart- 
breaker.” 

We wove our way out of the city, hit a 
broad highway and cruised along. We 
weren’t talking. We were both too happy 
for words. There was something electric 
and magic about our just being together. 
The night seemed not at all almost gone. 

Somewhere along the silver road stretch- 
ing out ahead of us, we stopped at a small 
all-night hamburger and _ soda _ stand. 
Dressed in our fabulous evening wear, we 
sat on stools and ate sandwiches and drank 
pop, laughed and talked as merrily as if 
we'd been sitting ringside in the biggest 
night spot in Detroit. 

And somewhere along the road, going 
back, I pulled up on the side, shut off the 
motor and turned to Jean. She was waiting 
with her kissable, heart-shaped lips. She 
clung to me tightly, the quick beating of her 
heart matching mine. What rapturous 
ecstasy was in that kiss! It called for an- 
other and another and the hot young blood 
in both of us called to each other out there 
on that lonesome road. 

“Oh, Ralph, Ralph,” Jean moaned. 
“Please don’t kiss me like that. You make 
me want to be bad.” 

“I won’t let you be bad, darling,” I 
promised. 

I intended to keep my promise too. First, 
Jean had become too precious to me for me 
to think of allowing the waves of desire her 
nearness fanned in me to make me lose my 
head. Then, too, she was my buddy’s sister. 
I had promised him to look out for her. 

But I did ask Jean to be my girl. I did 
ask her to wait for me and the bright 
sparkle of tears was in her eyes as she 
promised she would. We were two people 
who had found each other and knew that 
we were perfect mates. 

My whole life and attitude underwent a 
change with the new and thrilling com- 
panionship with Jean. I began to think 
seriously about our future. For, though 
I hadn’t asked her to marry me, we both 
knew instinctively that we were planning 
to spend the rest of our lives together. 

We knew it in our quiet moods, driving 
through the countryside on star-studded 
nights. We knew it in theatres where we 
shared the sight and sound of passion, 
tragedy and love. We knew it with each 
tender kiss and tight embrace as we parted 
after a night’s pleasure. 

Jean was the perfect companion. We 
could sit in heurs of silence, unaware of 


each other seemingly, yet giving each other 
some essential thing. We could laugh and 
be silly over trivialities. There was the 
night an irate cop commanded us to step 
off our exalted perch atop a heap of rocks 
in the city park. 

From these superior heights—at almost 
midnight—I was serenading my lady with 
mock tenderness and a loud, unmusical 
voice. Oh, the crazy times, the serene and 
lazy times, the happy, happy moments that 
were ours. Memory now makes them as 
painful as they were beautiful. 

Graduated from high school, I had dis- 
missed all thoughts of college and my care- 
fully-laid plans for athletic instruction or 
physical education in one of the city’s 
schools. All my plans were crazily upset 
with my white-heated ambition for a job 
and security so I could marry Jean. 

Dad remonstrated mildly about my plans 
for ditching college. Mother looked frus- 
trated when I went off to find a job as 
grease monkey in a garage. It was forty. 
five a week and I dreamed the day would 
come when I could save enough to open 
a small business and build it into a pros 
perous one like Dad had done. 

My every thought was of the girl who had 
come into my life—the girl I loved. I would 
make success mine because of her. But it 
was frustrating, thinking of the time it 


would take to accumulate sufficient savings 


to do anything at all. The restraint and 
control which both of us exercised in order 
not to break our vows about waiting to 
own each other until we really belonged to 
each other was putting us under a terrible 
strain. 

Jean’s kisses grew increasingly sweet, in- 
creasingly pulsed with the throb of passion. 
One of these evenings when we petted each 
other and loved so desperately in the 
parked car or some lonesome spot designed 
for lovers, I was certain we would be unable 
to stand it, certain we would kick over the 
traces. 


HADN’T WANTED to ask Mother or 

Dad for help but, after I’d been on the 
job a year, I was desperate, wanting to 
marry Jean, to possess her completely. I 
talked with Mother. I was hesitant to do 
so at first because I felt Mother had be- 
trayed an ill-concealed uneasiness about 
my relationship with Jean. 

I’d never taken it seriously, analyzing 
it as the reluctance every mother has to 
consider a girl good enough for her son. 
Mother had been gracious and warm to 
Jean the several times I’d brought her home 
for dinner. But there was something miss 
ing, some enthusiasm which Mother usually 
gave to anything in which I was interested. 

“Mother,” I said impulsively one day. 
“T want to marry Jean. I mean, I want to 
marry her now.” 

Mother was darning Dad’s socks. She 
looked up at me quickly. 

“I know you do, darling,” she said. “I 
sensed that.” 

“You don’t like Jean too well, do you, 
mother?” I blurted out. 
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An expression of concern crossed her 
face. She put down her darning, rose from 
her chair and came over to sit by me on 
the living room sofa. 

“You musn’t feel that way, Ralph,” she 
said. “I think Jean a very sweet and lovely 
girl. There isn’t another girl I’ve seen who 
J would want for you as much as her. 
There’s only one thing, Ralph. It’s really 
my fault for not discussing this with you 
sooner, only I was waiting for you to come 
to me.” 

She paused, reluctant to continue. 

I felt a tiny defiance starting to build in- 
side of me. 

“What’s that one thing, Mother?” I 
asked tensely. 

She looked at me gravely. 

“Jean doesn’t know, does she?” Mother 
asked. 

I was bewildered. “‘Doesn’t know what?” 
I demanded. 

Mother sighed, looked into the distance 
for a few minutes, braced herself, then con- 
tinued. 

“Jean doesn’t know that she, a white girl, 
is in love with a Negro, does she, Ralph?” 

I stared at Mother in horror. 

I had never thought of Jean as a “white 
girl.” I had been so completely uncon- 
scious of myself as a “Negro.” 

It stunned me, thinking of it now. I'd 
never realized that Jean was unaware that 
my father, fair of face, straight-haired and 
courtly, was as much a black man as the 
darkest Negro anywhere. 

Why hadn’t I told Jean? 

Even if I had thought to tell her, it just 
wouldn’t have fitted for me to say: “See 
here, Jean. I’m a Negro.” 

That had nothing to do with our love. 

Then I remembered the one time that 
Thad thought of it. I remembered stiffen- 
ing inside when a comedian on a vaude- 
ville stage had made a pointless, brutal 
quip about an “old darky preacher.” The 
offensive word had chilled me. For it was 
only when some racially prejudiced word or 
deed—cruel or subtle—reared in front of 
me that I remembered my Negro blood. 

I recalled that Jean had laughed her 
high-bred, lovely laughter and a rush of 
pain had gone to my heart. But I had lost 
it—forgotten when the bitterness was swal- 
lowed up in our goodnight kiss. 

Must I tell her my secret? Would 
matter to her? 

No, I told myself. I mustn’t tell her. My 
grandfather might have been a slave. Jean’s 
great-grandfather might have owned him. 
But I belonged to a new generation of 
straight hair, light features and a mind 
that thought in a white world. 

All these arguments I placed before 
Mother. Jean need never know the truth, 
I pointed out. Hadn’t Mother and Dad 
lived their pretense for years? Did any one 
suspect them? Had anyone betrayed them? 

“Everything you say is true, son,” Mother 
agreed sadly. “But there’s one thing you 
owerlook. You father and I have fooled the 
world, as you put it. But we have done it 
together. We had no secrets from each 
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other, no barriers to divide and sap our 
strength as a team. 

“When your father told me his secret, I 
loved him all the more for his honesty. I 
want you to marry, Jean, dear, but not 
under the shadow of a lie. Tell her the 
truth. If she’s as much in love with you 
as she seems to be, she’ll feel the same way 
I did.” 

I didn’t promise Mother I would do as 
she said. I was mixed-up and worried about 
this new complication to my eager desire 
to own Jean now, right away. I wanted to 
think about it. 

In my room, I thought and thought. 
There had been disturbing truth in Moth- 
er’s warning and I knew that she had said 
what she said because she didn’t want to 
see me get hurt in later years. Then, too, 
there was an honesty in me that flinched 
at the thought of subterfuge with Jean; a 
defiance that made me ashamed to be 
ashamed of what I really was; a faith in 
Jean’s love which told me she wouldn’t 
care what I was or why. I almost decided 
that afternoon that I would tell her. 

But there was a cowardice in me which 
wouldn’t allow me to take the chance. It 
seemed to me then that Jean was my whole 
world and that that world would crumble 
to bits without her. Jean loved me and I 
loved her. Nothing else mattered. Maybe 
some day, long after we were married, I 
would confess. Then there’d be no chance 
of losing her. 

The next day something happened which 
re-inforced my determination to guard my 
secret. The manager of the garage was 
leaving for Florida because of ailing health. 
The boss asked me if I thought I could take 
over. 

“Do I?” I fairly yelled, then, flushing 
with embarrassment, thanked him as calmly 
as possible. I was confident I could handle 
the job.. ’'d been taking a lot of the man- 
ager’s duties anyhow because he had been 
turning up at work many days unfit to do 
anything. 

I had all I could do to keep from turning 
handsprings the rest of the day. The job 
meant a twenty-five dollar raise with other 
increases promised. That, with my savings, 
meant one thing. Life happiness for Jean 
and me and the tune of Lohengrin quicker 
than you could say Roy Campanella. 

Jean’s eyes swam with tears of happiness 
when I told her we could be married. 

We had to overcome the mild resistance 
of her parents who thought us both too 
young to know what we were doing. They 
finally gave in and plans were underway 
for the wedding. 

The only thing that cast a shadow over 
my joy was noting every once in a while 
how Mother’s worried eyes were upon me; 
how, even while trying to enter into the 
spirit of the plans fully, she seemed 
haunted by a doubt and a fear. 

Jack, Jean’s brother, who was in college 
now, preparing to be a lawyer, was over- 
joyed. 

“Gee, what a break. A swell buddy be- 


/ comes a swell brother-in-law-to-be,” he 










teased. “And to think, I was the Cupid.” 

Jack was best man, of course. The wed. 
ding was a pretty ceremony. Standing in 
the well of the church, watching Jean come 
down the aisle, a gloriously beautiful bride, 
my heart almost burst with pride. There 
was a large, merry reception at the Ellery’s 
home. Dad and Mother gave us a brand 
new Buick and Jean’s parents came across 
with a handsome check. 

We sped away to honeymoon in the city 
of Chicago. 

We were so happy. All the pent-up long. 
ing for each other, all the repressed passion 
which had haunted us during our romantic 
courtship was expressed in the wild, frantic 
love we gave each other during those days 
of honeymooning. Chicago was a wonder 
city to us. But I must admit we got to see 
none of it. We were in our Paradise in each 
other’s arms, giving and taking love to the 
fullest, knowing that we truly belonged to 
each other in the sight of God and man. 

There was one thing Mother had made 
me promise in our talks before the mar- 
riage. Unable to convince me that I ought 
to tell Jean my secret before I married her, 
she had pleaded with me to make the truth 
known to my wife before we made any 
plans about children. 

The reason this promise to Mother came 
back to me constantly was that Jean let me 
know quite definitely that the dream of her 
life, now that we belonged to each other, 
was to have children. She wanted two—a 
boy and a girl. She hinted at it often. 

I played the part of the prudent young 
groom. I argued that we shouldn’t bring 
any children into the world immediately, 
not until we were in a better position finan- 
cially. I made Jean promise that we’d wait 
until we had enough money to make a down 
payment on our own home. 

Of course, I knew this was wise advice. 
But my reasons for giving it were not all 
above-board. I was happy with Jean and 
she was happy with me. I knew that I must 
tell her my secret before I allowed her to 
become pregnant with any child of mine. I 
didn’t want to tell her—ever. So I stalled. 

Things went well on my new job. Jean 
and I had rented a little home several 
blocks from her family. We were saving 
every penny possible without skimping or 
denying ourselves a wholesome living. We 
were making progress. There was but one 
dark shadow lying across the bright path 
of our bliss. Jean’s arms were empty and 
her heart aching for a child and I felt mis 
erable in the guilt of my silence which 
stood in the way. Three years after we 
married, something happened which 
brought about the crack-up. 

Old John Ellery, Jean’s father who, for 
ten years had been sneering in the face of 
the physician who kept counselling him to 
cut down on his scotch and soda, tumbled 
over and died of a heart attack. It was 4 
tragic time for Jean who had been devoted 
to her father. But when the air cleared and 
the bitterness subsided, it was found, t 
everyone’s surprise, that old John had beea 
foxy enough to salt away some fifteen thow 
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sand dollars in cold cash in his safety de- 
posit box at the First National Bank. He 
had left the house and five thousand to Mrs. 
Ellery, dividing the balance equally be- 
tween Jean and Jack. 

“Oh, Ralph,” Jean said the afternoon the 
will was read to the family. “Do you real- 
ize what this means?” 

I knew what it meant to her. It meant 
that finally we could make the down pay- 
ment on the house we wanted. It meant also 
that there was no more basis to my argu- 
ment against having a child. 

Heartsick and shaken with fear, I real- 
ized that the time had come for me to tell 
Jean what I had withheld from her all this 
time. 

As long as I live, I will remember the 
way I talked to her that night. 

I asked her first if she loved me and she 
reproached me with her brown eyes. 

Then I told her a story—a story about a 
fair-skinned, straight-haired young Negro 
who, to the world around him, was a white 
man; how he had met and loved a pretty 
white girl; now he had offered her his love, 
telling her the secret of his racial identity. 

I told Jean how the young man’s family 
and the family of the white girl had raved 
and pleaded, begged and threatened, at- 
tempted bribery; done all in their power to 
keep the two apart. 

But the two people were in love. Their 
love and trust in each other had been more 
powerful than any prejudice ever invented. 

They had moved away from their homes 
and their people. They had married and, 
during that marriage, built a wonderfully 
happy life together in a place where no one 
knew anything about them. They had found 
the climax to their joy in the birth and rear- 
ing of a son. 

Jean’s eyes were wide with wonder as I 
spoke. 

I took her hand and looked into her eyes. 

“That young colored man and his pretty 
white girl are my dad and mother, darling,” 
Itold her. 

A thousand times, I have prayed that 
Jean had struck at me, spurned or insulted 
me. Instead, she sat, looking ahead into 
space, her face whiter than white with some 
strange shock not unlike a deathly illness. 
Then she shuddered—a shudder that 
chilled my very blood with its significance. 

She sat there, very straight, very still for 
a few minutes. When she spoke, her voice 
was low and cold, as cold as the bleakest of 
all winters. 

“If you don’t mind, Ralph,” she said, “I'd 
like to go to bed. I’d like to be alone to- 
night. I want to think.” 

Then she burst into great sobs and left 
the room. 

I sat in the gathering darkness for what 
must have been hours. We had reached the 
crisis which my conscience told me should 
have heen faced long ago. 

I tried to analyze the significance of 
Jean’s reaction to my confession; how she 
had shuddered; how she had burst into 
tears. I wondered if I dare go to her, to try 
to talk to her again, to beg her forgiveness 


for my deception. I told myself that it 
wasn’t the color of my racial identity which 
had shocked her, but the color of my decep- 
tion. 

I remembered, with great remorse, how 
Mother had tried so vainly to steer me 
right. 

I fell asleep there in the easy chair, 
drained with the exhaustion of my think- 
ing, my wondering, my worry. 

I awoke in the gray dawn and the first 
thing I saw was the little note in the dainty, 
perfumed envelope. 

You don’t have to read a note at a time 
like that to know what has happened. Its 
very presence means but one thing: that 
you have lost. 

Of course, you have to read it though. I 
ripped open the envelope. 

“Ralph,” Jean had written: “I have left. 
Please do not try to get in touch with me or 
persuade me to return. My heart is broken. 
If I had known you were a colored person, 
of course, I would have never consented to 
marry you, no matter how much I might 
have loved you. You had your world and I 
had mine and you had no right to invade 
my world or my confidence under false pre- 
tenses. I will have Jack contact you as to 
details of a divorce and whatever other 
business is necessary to be cleared up. Of 
one thing you may be certain. I have 
enough respect left for you to want to pro- 
tect you, to keep your secret. 

“In fact, for my own sake, I would not 
want it to be known how utterly I was de- 
ceived. May God bless you for the happi- 
ness you brought me while I believed in 
you and loved you. I could never believe in 
you again and while it is impossible to say 
I do not still love you, I will not permit my- 
self to let that love live. Regretfully, Jean.” 

I stood aghast, looking at the carefully- 
written note. If I could find any consolation 
at all in it, it would be in the fact that the 
letter was tear-stained. 

I got my hat and coat and went out into 
the chill morning, walking like a robot, 
walking anywhere, nowhere. I couldn’t 
think. I could hardly breathe. 

With a few words I had killed a love that 
had seemed so perfect, so eternal. The acci- 
dent of birth had stripped me forever of 
happiness. 

Had I been a criminal, a murderer, a 
rapist, Jean might have forgiven me—might 
have come to me, her face pale and tense 
and said: “I'll stand by you.” 

My crime was being a Negro. 

Suddenly, I who had loved so deeply, was 
possessed with a terrible hatred. I hated 
the streets through which I was walking, 
the people on them, the sounds about me. 
I hated the house which had sheltered our 
love. I hated myself. I hated Jean. I am 
afraid I even hated my mother and father 
who had brought me into the world, a white 
Negro. 

That hatred lasted for days. It lasted 
throughout the period during which Jack 
came to me, a new Jack, tight-lipped, stern 
with a sense of betrayal. Jack came to ar- 
range for the divorce and to settle our 
accounts. 
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Mother and dad came; mother, with her 
eyes soft, tender and reflecting her own 
hurt at my hurt; dad, reassuring and ready 
to stand by my side. 

I was cruel to everyone; cruel as a sick 
dog is cruel, wanting to inflict pain on 
others because he is living with pain. 

But finally, one day, sitting with mother 
in the empty house—the house empty of 
Jean’s laugh, Jean’s warmth, Jean’s love—I 
broke through the shell of my bitterness 
and the great, racking tears came out of 
me; there in front of the mother in whose 
arms I had cried as a baby. 

The tears cleansed me of hatred. The 
tears left me weakened of poison, but strong 
with a purpose. 

I told mother what I was going to do. I 
was going to leave the state. I was going to 


take up my studies somewhere, get myself 
a job and go back to school. I was going to 
return to my first love—the clean, wonder- 
ful vigor of sports. 

“What’s more, mother,” I told her. “I’m 
going back into my race. I’m going to a 
Negro school and whatever job I get, when 
they ask me my race I’m going to tell them. 
I'll never lie about it again.” 

“God bless you, son,” she told me. 

That’s why I’m here at Virginia State. I 
got an athletic scholarship, did well in 
sports and studies and earned the job as 
assistant, then coach of the basketball team. 
That’s the story of why I hate a lie. Jean 
still lives in my heart, a throbbing memory, 
a hurting haunt. Perhaps some day I'll find 
someone to ease the pain. If I do, that per- 
son will never be able to say I told any kind 
of a lie. THE END 





How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 7) 


times he would talk shyly of his early ambi- 
tions for the concert stage. Despite the fact 
that he was easy-going and friendly with 
everyone, Milt was painfully bashful when 
it came to girls. 

Since he was closer to my age than any 
of the other band fellows, it wasn’t odd that 
after my first sally at him, we became 
friends. But it was I who had to take the 
initiative. I began to invite him to school 
parties, to picnics, to roller skating sessions. 
And we had such a lot of fun! 

It was two months before he kissed me. 
The band was heading out on tour; their 
first stand was in Columbus. After dinner, 
Milt handed me a picture of himself and 
dashed out of the front door. The picture 
was signed, “Gladys, I love you.” (That pic- 
ture is still in the den of our home in Phila- 
delphia! ) 

My parents and I thought that he had 
gone but he dashed back as the other fel- 
lows were checking out. He said he’d for- 
gotten his cap but the thing I remember 
best was that, in the confusion, he sneaked 
a quick kiss and disappeared again. I 
walked on a cloud for days! 

I know now that the cap was just an ex- 
cuse for Milt to come back. 

I missed him while he was gone and 
when the band returned on location in De- 
fiance, it was definitely established that I 
was Milt’s girl. At Christmas, 1935, he gave 
me an engagement ring. We considered our- 
selves engaged and even went so far as to 
write our “Engagement Song”—melody by 
Milton, lyrics by me. But while my parents 
tolerated our long-term engagement, they 
were not entertaining the idea of an early 
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wedding. I was only 17 years old in my 
junior year at Defiance high school. 

And even we had no definite plans for 
marriage. That is, until Milt found that the 
band was heading West and would not be 
back in the mid-West for almost a year. The 
idea of the long separation terrified us. Al- 
though he was shy, Milt seemed to find new 
boldness. And I was ready to say “yes” 
when he asked me to elope immediately and 
go on the road with him. 

We hurried to Fort Wayne, Ind., to get 
married. When we got there, some of the 
adolescent uncertainty in me returned. I 
called Leo Manuel, a life-long friend of my 
father. He seemed to realize that our elope- 
ment did not have the sanction of my par- 
ents but he asked me one question: “Do you 
love him?” I answered a breathless “yes” 
and Mr. Manuel came down to the Fort 
Wayne City Hall to stand up with us. It was 
sort of like having Daddy there by proxy. It 
made everything all right for a couple of 
scared.kids. 

When we called mother up to tell her 
that we were married, she wasn’t angry. 
Like any mother she was upset, but she 
gave us her blessings and urged us to come 
home. But it was almost a year before Milt 
and I returned to Defiance. 

We’ve been married for more than 18 
years now. We have a lovely daughter who 
is now almost as old as I was when I mar- 
ried her father. Milt has been a wonderful 
husband and father. I must admit that I 
have a terrible temper. But Milt has helped 
me curb it. His delightful showmanship is 
all a part of his perfectly balanced disposi- 
tion. He never gets angry. 

During the past few years I have under- 
gone several operations. I know what the 
“in-sickness-and-in-health” phrase in the 
marriage ceremony means. Milt stayed by 
my side every minute during those days and 
his wonderful humor made it easy to smile 
even when’the going was rough. When I re- 
covered, he suggested that I travel with 
him. So, although I’ve been his home man- 
ager for many years, I’m now his road 
manager, too. People that know Milt Buck- 
ner realize that being with him is fun all 


of the time—even 24 hours a day. 
THE END 


Stars and Numbers 
(Continued from Page 6) 


feeling in terms of the seen or unseen (su- 
pernatural) world. 

They are keenly sensitive to personal 
atmospheres and environment and will feel 
more comfortable and be most agreeable 
and happy when in the company of har- 
monious persons and places. 

While June is a month early for planet 
excitement where Cancer birthdays are con- 
cerned, there is an exception this year, due 
to so much of the stellar influence concen- 
trated in the sign Cancer. Thus June rates 
as a star month for Cancer-born, especially 
concerning lovers, engagements, marriages 
and parties. This phase extends even to 
birthdays under the signs Scorpio and 
Pisces. 

Birthdays under Virgo, and Taurus are 
in the path of the planet rays in a fortunate 
and timely manner in respect to their love 
life, heart interests, engagements and mar- 
riages. Look for the month of June to be 
a swift-moving and highly emotional ro- 
mantic period. Romance will be much in 
evidence. It is no time for delay or hesi- 
tancy in bringing engagements to a conclu- 
sion for marriage. 

It is a most promising time for making 
new contacts and for engagements to follow 
past dates and the keeping of company. 
While the outlook has some promise, it is 
less attractive for Capricorn birthdays dur- 
ing June. 

Following are days that have the most 
to offer where affairs of the heart and mar- 
riage take the lead; the Ist, morning of 
the 3rd, 5th, 6th, 7th, 8th, 12th, 13th, 14th, 
21st, 22nd and 30th. Avoidance of the 4th, 
10th, 16th, 17th, 19th, 24th and 26th is sug- 
gested due to cross currents of the plane- 
tary vibrations. Venus, the planet of love 
and affection, is supported by Mercury, 
planet of mentality. 

While not so direct in application, birth- 
days under Gemini, Aries, Leo, Sagittarius 
and Aquarius should find June far more 
attractive to their romantic, marital inter- 
ests and love life. The full Moon of the 15th 
and 16th sponsors the cosmic tide of this 
month for affection and conjugal happi- 
ness. Number combinations in the lead are 
2,5, and 7. Other numbers are 2, 3 and 4. 
2,5 and 6. 2, 8 and 9. 

Following are selected days for June 
that are considered more favorable to the 
12 signs of the Zodiac: 

Aries: 2, 4, 5, 7, 12, 14, 19, 21, 28. 

Taurus: 1, 5, 8, 17, 18, 22, 25, 30. 

Gemini: 1, 5, 9, 12, 14, 20, 23, 27, 30. 

Cancer: 2, 8, 11, 14, 22, 26, 29, 30. 

Leo: 1, 4, 10, 12, 14, 21, 24, 28, 30. 

Virgo: 2, 5, 13, 16, 18, 21, 26, 29, 30. 

Libra: 1, 4, 7, 9, 15, 19, 21, 27, 28. 

Scorpio: 2, 5, 8, 11, 18, 21, 22, 29, 30. 

Sagittarius: 4, 7, 9, 12, 14, 20, 23, 30. 
Capricorn: 2, 5, 8, 11, 13, 16, 22, 29, 26. 
’ 5, 9, 1 27. 

7,43, 


25 
2, 14, 19, 21, 23, 


11 
Aquarius: E 
14, 18, 21, 26, 29. 


1 
Pisces: 2, 5, 


On 
Of 


accor 
time. 
Foi 
and | 
comp. 
well, 
that fF 
learn, 
seems 
years 
child, 
to one 
come 
Yet, w 
Perl 
she kn 
childre 
time. | 
her the 
matters 
who ar 
that tir 
gard fo 
deeper, 
disgusti 
ness, ur 
Clauc 
ever. It 
dine in 
connecte 
but he ' 
Once or 
that she 
laughed. 
oly had 
acouple 
Even t 
watch t 
cousin, I 
partly du 
wed the 
the more 
nore Clai 
After I 
six wee 
inthe Un 
illegally, | 
wer with 
“But D 
ahast, “y 
hey catch 
 somethi 
“Hardly 
ler over-d) 
vill do is 
Im discove 
vhy I shou 
‘But w 
wther anc 
_..” 
‘You for 





npted, “th, 
wry that I 


1ar- 


net 
On- 
due 
en- 
ites 
ally 
ges 
| to 
and 


are 
iate 
love 
nar- 
» be 

To- 
1 in 
1esi- 
clu 


<ing 
llow 


it is 
dur- 


nost 
nar- 
of 
4th, 
4th, 
sug: 
ane- 
love 
Ury, 


irth- 
irius 
nore 
nter- 
15th 
this 
:ppi- 
| are 
ad 4. 


June 
» the 


30. 


One Hour 
Of Sin 


(Continued from Page 29) 
accorded a guest. We had a wonderful 


time. That is, Claude and I did. 

For as time went on, as I became less 
and less a novelty, it seemed that Doris 
complained more and more of not feeling 
well, of being too tired, of having this or 
that petty illness. And as I came later to 
learn, this was not unusual for her. It 
seems that ever since they discovered, eight 
years ago, that she could never have a 
child, Doris had become increasingly given 
to one illness after another, she had _ be- 
come increasingly slovenly and difficult. 
Yet, who knows. 

Perhaps she was afraid, afraid because 
she knew how badly Claude had wanted 
children. But I did not know this at the 
time. More than once I tried to broach to 
her the subject of her sloppiness, but these 
matters are difficult even between people 
who are more intimate than we were. At 
that time, rather than viewing her disre- 
gard for herself as a symptom of something 
deeper, I conveniently looked upon it as a 
disgusting and unforgivable kind of lazi- 
ness, unwarranted and blind. 

Claude was more tolerant of her, how- 
ever. It was he who suggested that her de- 
dine in recent years might somehow be 
connected to her inability to have a child, 
but he didn’t know what to do about it. 
Once or twice he had made a suggestion 
that she see a psychiatrist but she only 
laughed. She wasn’t crazy, she said. She 
ly had a headache. What she needed was 
acouple of aspirins and some rest. 

Even though it was unpleasant for me to 
watch the pitiful degeneration of my 
cousin, I was aware of the fact that it was 
partly due to that very degeneration that I 
wed the delightful time I was having. For 
the more she was ill and out of sorts, the 
nore Claude and I were alone together. 
After I had been with them for about five 
six weeks I decided that I wanted to stay 
nthe United States. I would have to do it 
legally, but I would manage it. I talked it 
wer with Doris. 

“But Della, honey,” she was somewhat 
hast, “your visa is only for six months. If 
ley catch you, they might put you in jail 
something.” 

“Hardly that,” I said, smiling a little at 
kt over-dramatic forecast. “The most they 
ill do is to send me back to Jamaica—if 
Im discovered. And I don’t see any reason 
thy I should be.” 

‘But what about your folks — your 
wither and father? Won't they be upset if 
ma...” 

‘You forget, my dear cousin,” I inter- 
npted, “that I am a grown woman.” I was 
wry that I had mentioned it to her. I knew 
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that she would never be able to understand. 
But she would know sooner or later so I 
continued. “Besides, they knew that I would 
eventually come to live in the United 
States.” 

“Well, I don’t know,” Doris said doubt- 
fully. “I just don’t see how you’re going to 
do it. I never would have the nerve to do 
something like that,” she giggled nerv- 
ously. 

I explained my plan to her. If I was to 
stay, I said, I would of course have to have 
money, and that meant that I would have to 
find a job. 

“Find a job!” Doris exploded. “You! 
Why you’ve never done a lick of work in 
your life,” she laughed. “Besides, that 
would surely get you in trouble—what with 
Social Security and all. You’d have to regis- 
ter, and phftt,” Doris drew her finger across 
her throat, “that would be the end!” 

“T can get a domestic job,” I said. “I 
wouldn’t have to register for that, would 
1?” 

“No, but): 

“But what? I'll get a domestic job,” I 
explained patiently, “the kind where you 
stay on the place—a live-in job—and Ill 
change jobs every eight or nine months. 
That way I can keep on the go until . . .” 

“Until what?” Doris asked mockingly. 

“Until I get married.” 

“My God! Married? To who?!” 

“That’s not important. The important 
thing is that I get married. Then, I'll auto- 
matically be an American citizen.” 

“You mean you’d get married just to be- 
come a citizen?” she asked incredulously. 

“Women have married for reasons a lot 
worse than that,” I retorted. 

“What happens,” she eyed me suspi- 
ciously, “after you get married?” 

“That, my dear cousin, depends upon 
things that I cannot know until after ’'m 
married.” 


BECAME a little tired of talking about 

it, so I changed the subject to some- 
thing I knew she liked. I asked her how 
she was feeling. That did it. Away we 
went amid a veritable herd of symptoms 
and “badsigns.” 

When Claude found out about my plans 
he, too, was somewhat disturbed, particu- 
larly about the part concerning marriage. 
But on the whole, he took an infinitely more 
positive view of it. 

I found a job easily enough, what with 
the help situation being what it was at that 
time. It was of course a live-in domestic 
job—as I had planned and with a véry nice 
family out in the Beverly Hills district. My 
duties were very light, and as both Dr. and 
Mrs. Danziger, my employers, worked, I 
had quite a lot of time to myself. 

Claude had wanted me to stay on with 
them rather than living-in on the job. Doris 
said that she, too, hated to see me leave and 
that I should know that I was welcome, al- 
though I could not help but feel her relief 
at my going. The odd thing was that at this 
time Claude and I were not in love. 

It was over a year before we became 
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aware that we had fallen in love. Before 
that, we were just very good friends. I 
looked forward to my week-ends off which, 
almost without exception, I spent with 
Claude and Doris. Claude had even bought 
a badminton set so that on the days that I 
came over we played games together, frol- 
icking and laughing at our clumsiness. We 
chaffed and teased each other. 

The three of us usually went to the 
movies together and when Doris was too ill 
or too tired to go, Claude and I went alone. 
All this time we did not know, did not sus- 
pect that we were falling in love. The pleas- 
ure that we found in each other’s company 
did not in the least strike us as unnatural. 

It was on a night in early September the 
year following my arrival in America that 
Claude and I discovered that we were in 
love. It was my birthday, and Claude and 
Doris were giving a party for me. That 
night we had a wonderful time, laughing 
and dancing and playing that silly adoles- 
cent’s game: charades. And the party, as I 
think a good party should, ended abruptly, 
rather than dying, as Claude says, an ooz- 
ing death. 

So that around 2 a. m. when some of the 
guests started to leave, within ten minutes 
there was no one left save Claude and me, 
Doris having long since been upstairs in 
bed nursing a “sick headache” and suffer- 
ing an overdose of alcohol. I thought it a 
wonderful idea when Claude suggested a 
leisurely cup of coffee before going up to 
bed—he to his wife, and I to the guest room 
where I always stayed whenever I spent the 
weekend. But, as fate would have it, there 
wasn’t a bit of coffee left: It had all been 
used up during the party. 

“There is an all-night delicatessen right 
over on Pico, just the other side of Western 
Avenue,” Claude suggested. “Feel like tak- 
ing a walk over there for some?” 

I said that I’d love to, the air would do us 
both good. 

“Better get a coat,” he said. “It’s a bit 
chilly out.” 

Outside, the autumn night was crisp and 
clear and the early morning silence was 
punctuated by the rise and fall of distant 
sounds—sounds more felt than heard. 

We walked slowly, talked little, feeling 
the delicious paradox of outward coolness 
and inner warmth. As we passed a 
butcher’s shop, a cat, startled by our ap- 
proach, darted out and startled us in return. 
Claude and I laughed. His laugh, like the 
champagne that I had had, made me feel all 
warm and cozy inside. 

We reached the delicatessen, bought the 
coffee, and started back. We crossed the 
other side of the street taking, as Claude 
playfully said, a different route for the sake 
of variety. As we stepped onto the sidewalk 
from the street. Claude gently put his hand 
on my arm, a very natural gesture. We 
walked on talking easily of this and that. 

It was so natural a thing for Claude’s 
arm to be around my waist that I didn’t 
realize—nor did he—that it was there, until 
I started to put my arm around his. We 
both stopped dead still. The hollow breath- 


taking instant that we stood there looking 
deeply at one another suddenly became 
electrified with an inexpressible bliss as we 
melted—there in the soft vibrant night— 
into each other’s arms. 

We walked slowly home. Neither of ys 
said anything the while. We were both so 
overcome, so overwhelmed by the tremen. 
dous impact of what had just happened. At 
the doorstep Claude stopped. 

“Della...” his voice, thick with emo. 
tion, was almost a plea. 

“Yes, Claude?” I whispered softly. 

“Della, let’s . . . let’s not have the coffee 
tonight.” I nodded, I could not speak. In. 
side the house we said good-night, and 
though I did not turn as I walked slowly 
up the stairs, I knew that he was watching 
me. 

Neither of us spoke of the incident the 
next day. And for several weeks we acted 
as though nothing at all had happened, 
playing our games, going innocently to the 
movies and coming innocently back. But we 
were lying, futilely lying, and we knew it. 
It became increasingly painful for us to be 
together knowing what we did know, feel- 
ing what we did feel. 

One Saturday evening, about two months 
after the incident, Doris, Claude and I were 
scheduled to go to see a play, The Death of 
A Salesman, at the Biltmore theatre down- 
town. And again fate made ready to play 
her little joke; to give to me that which she 
would later take back. I was alone in the 
house, Dr. and Mrs. Danziger having gone 
to Big Bear Camping Lodge, up to the 
snow, for the weekend. Doris and Claude 
were to pick me up there at eight o’clock. 

At the last minute, Doris, as it was her 
unfortunate wont, decided that she felt too 
ill to go. Claude, who in the past had been 
quite tolerant of her complaints, was exas 
perated by her decision noi to go. I suppose 
that he, like I, was feeling more and more, 
to the point of unbearable stress, the pres- 
sures of our restrained relationship. In his 
exasperation he left their house early that 
night and came directly to pick me up. 

I was just getting out of the bathtub 
when the doorbell rang. I threw my bath- 
cape around me and, somewhat annoyed, I 
went to the door. The front part of the 
house was rather dark, and on my way to 
the door I almost fell over a hassock some- 
one had left in the doorway of the living 
room that led into the hall. I gathered my 
robe around me and peeped through the 
door. 

“Claude! You're early,” I said, not un- 
pleasantly surprised. “Come in. As you can 
see, I’m not quite ready. Where’s Doris?” 

“Doris isn’t going. She’s not feeling well 
again,” he said, trying not to sound bitter. 
He came in and shut the door. 

“Oh, that’s too bad,” I said. I felt a small 
wave of guilt for, actually, I was not sorry 
that she was not going. 

“Perhaps, we should postpone our going 
till another time,” I suggested. 

“Oh, no! No, indeed! It’s too good a play 
to miss. Besides I’m in no mood to go back 
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home right now. That is, if it’s all right with 
you?” 

I assured him that it was all right with 
me and we could leave as soon as I finished 
dressing. 

“Come on,” I said, feeling inexcusably 
happy. “My room is back here. I'll only be 
a jiffy.” 

Going back to my room, I stumbled over 
the same hassock that I had stumbled over 
when I first went to the door. Claude 
reached out to catch me. My bath cape flew 
from my shoulders. And I stood there in his 
arms, breathless and completely naked. 

Our bodies trembled ever so slightly as 
slowly and strongly, he drew me closer, 
closer. 

“Oh Claude,” I whispered. 

It was on that night that we became 
lovers. 

From then on, or at least until the first 
blow came, Claude and I were two inex- 
pressibly happy people. And while I did not 
stop my visits to my cousin’s house alto- 
gether I did lessen them, not because I was 
ashamed to face her now or because I felt 
myself a hypocrite, for I did not. I was in 
love—really in love—and Claude was in 
love with me. 

Beside our love, all else, including the 
unfortunate fact of his being married, 
meant virtually nothing to me. Perhaps 
some may think it shameless, and pérhaps 
it is, but so filled were we by our love for 
each other that there was no room for 
shame. 

While I did not deliberately plan it that 
way, it seemed that my lessening my visits 
there to the house served to ease any fears 
that Doris might have had concerning 
Claude’s attraction to me. Indeed, she even 
began to tease me about my neglecting 
them, saying that I must have found a boy- 
friend who was taking all my time. 

“Why don’t you bring him around?” she 
teased. “He is colored, isn’t he?” And she 
would laugh that high shrill laugh as if she 
were making a very funny joke. 


[J)URING THE year or so that we were 

lovers, Claude, rather than becoming 
more distant from his wife in a sense be- 
came closer to her; not more intimate par- 
ticularly, but more friendly and more 
thoughtful. Or perhaps it would better de- 
scribe it to say that he became more tol- 
erant and more polite. 

And too, I found myself feeling a sort of 
compassion toward her; perhaps it was that 
now, we could both afford to be more gener- 
ous with her. I came to understand her bet- 
ter—her fears, her anguish at not being 
able to have a child, and yes, her love for 
Claude. So that when the blow came we 
were distressed, genuinely distressed, by 
having to do what we must. 

Now and then during the period of our 
Tfomance—and before, too—Claude had 
suggested in a nice way that it was unnec- 
essary for me to work, that he, being fairly 
well-to-do, could easily provide for me. But 
I by that same independence of spirit that 
led me to leave my home and to seek the 


freedoms and advantages of America, said 
no. 

And too, there was the practical consid- 
eration that with such an arrangement the 
possibility of suspicion, then gossip, then 
discovery of my illegal stay in America 
would be much greater. He agreed and we 
thought of it no more. And then, a few 
months later as I was doing my routine 
chores the doorbell rang. I was alone at the 
time so I answered it. It was a man. 

“Are you Miss Della Du Bois?” he asked. 
I was paralyzed, for no one save Doris and 
Claude knew my real last name, the name 
that I had changed to Woods, Della Woods. 
Why, I even had it on my passport. It could 
mean only one thing: I was discovered. 

In the next few days that followed, I 
learned that my presence was detected 
through the Bureau of Internal Revenue. 
My employer had declared on his income 
tax form the wages that they paid me, and 
since I, not being a citizen, obviously could 
not pay taxes, and since the wages that I 
received were taxable. . . . Well, the rest 
was easy. I had stayed on one job too long. 

I was given fifteen days in which to leave 
the country and was warned that if I made 
any further illegal attempt to stay or to re- 
enter, I would be subject to a large fine and 
possibly to confinement. I would have to 
leave. 

Claude and I did not hesitate about the 
decision we made. He was going with me. 
But instead of going back to Jamaica, we 
would go to Mexico City. It would be easy 
to get tourists’ visas. I would simply go as 
his wife. He made all the necessary plans, 
seeing to it that Doris would retain every- 
thing; the house, the car, the bank account, 
everything except two thousand dollars that 
he would take to use until we got settled. 
And as I had very few expenses, I had a 
certain amount also. 

Doris would suffer, we knew that. She 
would weep, she would declare me a des- 
picable, contemptible, and _ unutterably 
shameless man-stealing hypocrite. She 
would apply for and get the sympathy and 
condolences of her friends. Yes, we both 
knew that she would be hurt, and although 
neither of us said anything about it, we 
both knew also that in some curious way 
she would almost enjoy her new role of 
martyr, of the unjustifiably betrayed wife. 
We felt sorry for her but it had to be. 
Everything was in readiness, we were 
scheduled to leave in ten days. 

What happened next even now causes the 
voice within me to drip to a whisper, hoarse 
with the wretched pain of irony and defeat. 
Two days before our scheduled departure I 
received a phone call. It was Doris. She was 
so excited, so incoherent until I could 
hardly understand her. When finally I did 
understand, the blood left me, I turned to 
stone. 

“Della, it’s happened! Thank God Della, 
it’s happened! Oh, Della, you don’t know 
what this means—two months gone... 
Claude will be so glad, Della . . . the doc- 
a: re 

I ceased to hear any more. The phone re- 
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ceiver dropped mto my lap. She went on 
and on. Finally I pulled myself together 
and asked if she were sure. She cried out 
something about it had to be, that she was 
sure but the doctors . . . a test was being 
made and she would get the results that 
evening . . . but she was sure. She would 
call me back and let me know immediately 
as soon as they found out. She hung up, 
asking—no, begging—me to pray for her. 

By the time her call came early that eve- 
ning I had already accepted my fate. Yes, 
the test verified it, she was pregnant. I 
asked when was she going to tell Claude. 
Oh, that evening, she answered, she wanted 
to surprise him. 

I called Claude at his office and told him 
what had happened. He was dumbfounded. 
He would come right over. 

“But how, Della? How? The doctors all 
said that it was impossible.” 

“T know, my dearest, but there it is—im- 
possible but true. The way the doctors ex- 
plained it to Doris today was that some- 
times, a woman is so afraid of the physical 
pain of childbirth, or the responsibilities of 
motherhood, or feels so completely inade- 
quate within herself that she can almost lit- 
erally and effectively stave off pregnancy. 

“Have you and Doris discussed adopting 
a child—recently?” I asked, knowing that 
it was a ridiculous question—because now, 
what difference did it make? 

“No, not recently,” he said listlessly. “We 
did discuss it some years ago but . . . oh, 
Della, we should have gone away as soon as 
we discovered that we loved each other.” 
Claude was distraught, and my heart went 
out to him, for then I knew how he felt. 
“Yes, it is too late, isn’t it,” I said. I knew 









that it was for my sake that Claude was still 
trying to deny the hard reality that faced 
us. 

“What do you mean?” he said. “Do you 
want me to stay here with her, loving you? 
Is that what you want?” 

“No, Claude. That is not what I want, 
but that is the only thing that we can do 
and still respect each other. We’re two 
grown people, Claude. We’ve made sacri- 
fices before—perhaps not so great as this— 
but we will survive just as Doris would 
have survived. Doris loves you, Claude. We 
didn’t realize before just how much, and 
now ... Oh, Claude, don’t you see?” 

We were both silent for a while. Claude 
stood over by the window. It was growing 
dark now. Suddenly he turned and came 
over to me. I went into his arms. 

“Oh, I can’t bear to see you go alone,” 
his voice writhed in pain. 

“Hush, Claude,” I whispered. “I shall not 
be going alone, for I take your love, and 
perhaps that is more than I deserve.” 

On the day that I left, Doris went to the 
station with me. Claude and I agreed that 
he would not come to bid me good-bye. We 
could not trust ourselves not to betray how 
we felt. At the station, Doris alternated be- 
tween endless chatter and floods of tears. 

And too, I realize now that there is some- 
thing without which these things are mean- 
ingless . . . I wanted love, mature love. 
And I know now that the only way that 
mature love can ever be obtained is in a 
mature way—not by subterfuge and child- 
ish pretensions—but by slow hard work. 

I look up from my martini into the mirror 
behind the ship’s bar. There I see a woman 
whose face is wet with tears, I, who have 
never wept over anything. THE END 





Health 
(Continued from Page 45) 


our breast or elsewhere?” 

“Have you had any unusual bleeding, 
especially vaginal bleeding, after the 
change of life?” “Are your bowel habits 
regular? Noticed any change in them?” 
“Have you any warts or moles? Any 
change in them?” “Are you bothered with 
persistent indigestion or difficulty in swal- 
lowing?” “Are you hoarse or do you have 
an unexplained cough?” “Has there been 
any noticeable change in your weight re- 
cently—either up or down?” “How is your 
appetite?” 

The doctor is, of course, trying to find 
whether you yourself have noticed a sign 
or symptom which may suggest a cancer. 
Using your replies as a guide, he will then 
proceed to examine you from head to toe. 
He will use a tongue depressor, a finger 
covering, a flashlight, a stethoscope, a 
vaginal speculum if you are a woman, and 
perhaps a proctoscope for rectal examina- 
tion, 

He will examine your skin and scalp, 
watching out for moles or warts which 
may be in spots where constant irritation 
vould be dangerous, and for any scaly or 
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bleeding sores or unhealed scars. (Older 
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people are prone to develop discolored 
patches on the skin which must be 
watched. ) 

He will feel with his fingers the soft tis- 
sues of the body, be on the alert for un- 
usual enlargements or growths. Using the 
tongue depressor and flashlight, he will ex- 
amine your tongue, tonsils, cheeks (inside 
and out) and lips. He will pay particular 
attention to the glands of the neck and 
armpits. 

The doctor will use this stethoscope in 
examining your chest. If you have an un- 
explained cough, this instrument may be 
helpful in determining whether an x-ray 
is needed. 

If you are a woman, your doctor will 
examine your breasts for evidence of bleed- 
ing from the nipples or any distortion and 
the presence of lumps. A woman herself 
should have been alert to any change in 
her breasts by examining them at the end 
of each menstrual period. 

If it is found while it is confined to the 
breast, cancer of the breast is 80 per cent 
curable. Only women themselves can find 
such changes this quickly. The American 
Cancer Society has a little booklet that 
tells how women can make self-examina- 
tions. A letter to the society will bring 
the pamphlet. 
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suddenly as it had stopped, I felt the blood 
coursing through my veins again, but noy 
it was racing, hot, tingling through ever 
pore, pounding in my temples until I had 
to grab my head to keep it from bursting 
open at the top. The surging, roaring beat 
in my ears was a thousand runaway horses, 
tearing, screaming through a black, storm. 
tossed night. Stumbling away from the 
door back to my car, registering at some 
quiet little hotel, and at last throwing my 
tortured, exhausted body wearily acros 
a bed were mechanical motions performed 
by some isolated segment of a brain that 
went on with robot-like functioning while 
the rest of me died endlessly, over and 
over and over. 


MUST HAVE dropped off into a fitful 

sleep sometime during the night, for 
when I woke the next morning the weak 
ness ‘and utter fatigue that I had experi. 
enced after the tremendous emotional up 
heaval of the night before were gone. But 
what I felt now was even worse—nothing 
but a gray, foggy sort of listlessness, a 
monumental indifference to all of life. 
What was left for me now? The dream 
I had cradled to my heart like a purring 
kitten had suddenly turned into a tiger 
cat, clawing, biting, ripping that very 
heart to a million bloody shreds. 

I tossed restlessly on the bed, tormented 
as a lost soul in purgatory, hearing over 
and over the words of those two last night. 
And all I could think was, “How could he 
do this to me? How could he betray our 
love? How could he forget all the things 
we had meant to each other? Didn't he 
know he had been Pygmalion to me— 
bringing new zest to my life, creating 
youth in me again?” 

I closed my eyes, moaned softly into the 
pillow, and with the tears came a flood 
tide of memory, pulling me irresistibly 
back, back into the past that now seemed 
centuries ago—the past that began s 
innocently the morning I went along with 
Martha Allen for her appointment at the 
Char-Mode Beauty Salon. Martha was at 
old friend of mine about my age, and 
when I had run into her at a bridge party 
a week or so before, the first thing that 
struck me was the fresh, vital look about 
her, the youthful glow to her complexion, 
the chic cut of her hair. 

“Martha,” I gasped, staring unashamed 
at my smartly-groomed old friend, “what 
in the world happened to you? You look 
as young and radiant as your daughter! 
What have you done to yourself?” 










Martha smiled archly, leaned across the 
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table, whispered, “/ haven’t done anything. 
Nothing at all. I’ve just found the Miracle 
Man of the century, and he is the cause of 
it all!” 

“But who—what—how?” 

“His name is Jon Jennings, the new 
beautician at the Char-Mode, a perfectly 
handsome looking man and so talented! 
The very first day I walked in he took one 
look at me, studied the lines of my head, 
the planes in my face, and went to work. 
The result,” and she gave a coquettish pat 
to her stunning hair-do, “is obvious. Even 
my husband noticed it, and you know he 
sees nothing beyond his newspaper at 
home!” 

I couldn’t believe it. If Martha could 
undergo such a transformation, and she 
was no beauty to start with, what couldn’t 
Ihope for? This was precisely the reno- 
yation I had been looking for, and didn’t 
know it. For the past few months I had 
become increasingly unhappy with my- 
self—nothing that I could put a finger on, 
just a general over-all feeling of discon- 
tent, as though I were somehow missing 
out on life. 

I kept telling myself that when a woman 
passes forty she can expect to take a seat 
on the sidelines, but something within me 
rebelled at the idea of such a fate. Why 
should twenty years of marriage, two 
grown married children, and a grandchild 
mean that a woman’s life was over? This 
was the age, I was convinced, when a 
woman could really begin to live—but 
how? 

Tom, the perfect companion, the ideal 
father, the bountiful provider, was no 
longer the exciting mate of his youth. But 
even this didn’t bother me too much, be- 
cause I just took it for granted that the 
fires of romantic love have to burn them- 
selves out sometime—and how could I 
know that I was still capable of the pas- 
sions of youth, that the embers were only 
smoldering, waiting for the spark of ro- 
mance to re-kindle the flame? If only I 
had been content to leave things as they 
were, satisfied with life as I found it, a 
comfortable home, good friends, my fam- 
a 

But when your entire life has been one 
long, happy holiday, when you’ve basked 
in the glory of worshipful adoration for as 
long as you can remember, when your 
beauty and grace have placed you on the 
pedestal as queen of your society, it’s 
practically impossible for one birthday or 
two or even three to convince you that the 
Masquerade is over. 

I could still remember a Sunday visit 
in the home of my aunt, when I was six 
years old, and I had overheard my mother 
saying to her sister, “And do you know, 
Ellen, every time I look at that child I 
still can’t believe she belongs to me.” 

“I know what you mean,” Aunt Ellen 
replied, “she is going to grow into a really 
great beauty, you can see that already.” 

“Yes,” said my mother, and there was a 
note of quiet determination in her voice 
Thad never heard before, “yes—she will 


be a lovely woman, and I am gojng to do 
all I can on God’s green earth to give her 
everything a beautiful woman should have. 
I think beauty is the greatest gift a woman 
can have, and I am going to teach my little 
daughter that she must cherish this gift 
above all others.” 

I was too young to grasp the full signifi- 
cance of what my mother was saying, and 
of course I had never paid any special 
attention to the way I looked. But my 
aunt’s reply puzzled me even more. 

“Be careful, Alma,” she warned, “the 
teaching you give this child in the next two 
or three years will bend her in the direc- 
tion in which she will grow. Give her 
more to build her life on than the worship 
of physical beauty. That can be destroyed 
in a hundred different ways—and if she 
lives long enough, it will surely fade. And 
then what will she have to sustain her? 
Life is made up of so much more than 
a pretty face .. .” 

My mother’s voice rose in sudden, hot 
anger, and she fairly spat out the next 
words. “Don’t tell me how to raise my 
child, Ellen! You and I are plain and 
dowdy-looking, and a man never looked 
twice at us when we were coming along. 
You’re just jealous because my Rita makes 
every other female in this family look like 
a mud fence!” 

I had never heard my mother shout in 
anger before, and the fact that they were 
talking about me in a manner I couldn’t 
understand filled me with a quick fright. 
I wanted to get away from both of them, 
to forget what I had heard. Quarrels and 
bickering and unpleasantness of any kind 
had always frightened me, and I turned 
and scuttled away as fast as I could. But 
my mother made good her vow. 

Now that I look back, I believe that 
basically she wanted to live the enchanted 
life of the beautiful fairy princess through 
me, to experience vicariously the teen-age 
thrills of being the center of attention, of 
practically having to step over the young 
men who flocked to beg for dates. What- 
ever the reason, by the time I was eighteen 
I was far and away the most attractive, 
the best dressed, and the most sought-after 
young lady in town. 

It was an easy life I led, first through 
the constant slaving of my mother to give 
me the best of everything, and then my 
brilliant marriage to Tom Blakely only 
underscored and reassured the continua- 
tion of this pampered, doll-like existence. 

Tom adored me. Sometimes I would 
look up suddenly and catch him simply 
staring at me, as though he could devour 
me with his eyes. “Whatever is on your 
mind, Tom Blakely?” I would tease, and 
in the next instant he would be on his 
knees beside my chair, his head cradled 
in my lap, his lips kissing my fingers. 
“You know what’s on my mind, Rita,” he 
would say, and there was no mistaking the 
true sincerity of his voice, “you know that 
I would die for you!” 

The coming of our twin babies only 
modulated the symphony to another key, 


but the melody carried right on. Tom 
couldn’t do enough for my comfort and 
pleasure, couldn’t get enough servants in 
the house to look after us, couldn’t shield, 
me enough from any burden for their care: 
And as the children grew, they too picked 
up the protective attitude of the entire 
household toward me. 

“You mustn’t do that, Michael,” Maria 
would say to her brother, “you know Rita 
will be unhappy.” Or Michael might say, 
“T guess I’d better wait till Dad comes 
home to tell him what happened at school 
today. I’m afraid it would worry Rita.” 

And so it went. I was more like a sister 
to the children than their mother. I was 
someone sweet and delicate and charming 
to thrill with pleasant little surprises, to 
laugh and joke with, to greet only with 
the light, bright side of life. And I loved 
every moment of it, in the same way that 
I loved a good, rousing game of bridge, or 
a lovely sunny drive in the country on a 
warm autumn afternoon. No troubles, no 
worries, no cares—only laughter and gay- 
ety and happy times, down through the 
years. No wonder I had no qualms about 
losing my beauty nor the power it gave 
me over everyone in my life. 

But now the inexorable finger was writ- 
ing on the wall, the thin network of lines 
creeping into the corners of my eyes, the 
slight flabbiness under the chin, the body 
not quite so supple and lithe as it had 
been a few years ago, touched me with a 
cold, chilling fear that time was running 
out. And if something were to be done, 
it had better happen fast. But what? The 
answer, of course, came from Martha 
Allen with her new beautician and his 
works of wonder. 

Thus, when she invited me to go along 
on her next appointment and see for my- 
self, I went eagerly and was most im- 
pressed with the appearance of the tall, 
slender young man with the suave voice 
and the fascinating eyes who came into 
the reception room to greet us. I was even 
more astounded after my first facial treat- 
ment. My skin seemed to glow with an 
inner light, and I could swear that the spar- 
kle in my eyes had completely erased those 
troublesome crow-feet wrinkles. 

The young man was very calm and 
poised as I babbled my thanks, and 
promptly wrote my name in his book for 
another appointment at the same hour 
next week. But I thought I saw some- 
thing else in his face, as he ushered me 
to the door, that made my heart do a 
quick flip-flop. Was it that fleeting look 
in his eyes, the sensuous way he moved 
his lips as he told me goodbye? Or was 
I imagining things? 

At our next appointment I gave myself 
over completely to the magic relaxation 
of those strong fingers kneading, massag- 
ing my neck and back and shoulders. And 
as we finished the session with a new hair- 
cut and wave set I thought I saw it again 
—that look of silent speculation in Jon’s 
eyes, as though he wanted to say some- 
thing not exactly pertinent to the business 
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at hand, but still held back, hesitant, not 
quite knowing how I would take it. 

At the same moment I raised my eyes 
to the mirror, and the fresh, lovely face I 
saw reflected there gave me a giant-size 
thrill! Jon had worked a true miracle in 
my appearance, and after only two ap- 
pointments! It was the knowledge that I 
looked once again as vital and glowing 
as I had ten years ago that gave me the 
impetus to gaze deep into his seductively 
fascinating eyes and say, “Well, do you 
like what you see?” 

I knew I was flirting, and so did he. 
But he paused a long moment before he 
replied, a moment in which he seemed to 
be weighing his words, and then, “I like it 
very much. In fact, so much that I would 
like to see the same loveliness for cock- 
tails—this evening, perhaps?” 

I caught my breath at the deliciousness 
of the idea, then just as quickly brushed 
it aside. How could I possibly make a 
date with this man for cocktails? Not 
only had I never so much as dreamed of 
going out with another man, but Jon was 
at least ten years younger than I. It was 
impossible—I couldn’t even think of it. 

Jon’s eyes never left my face, and he 
must have sensed my thinking, but when 
he lowered his voice, murmuring, “Just 
this once give me the pleasure of watching 
a rare beauty by candlelight . . .” the 
fight was all over as far as I was con- 
cerned. He had sounded the one chord 
in my make-up that I could never resist. 
That allusion to my beauty was fatal to 
any moral arguments I might contrive. 

And suddenly I felt an upswing in the 
tempo of my whole body, an aliveness, a 
vitality that I had despaired of ever know- 
ing again. Why shouldn’t I see him to- 
night—after all, one is as old as one feels, 
and with the “new look” I had just ac- 
quired, I felt about twenty-two! Besides, 
what’s the harm in a cocktail ... 


‘THE EVENING with Jon was, of course, 

perfect. His apartment in the most 
exclusive residence in town, was a master- 
piece of modern decor, subdued, re- 
strained, yet with just the right touch of 
color and charming objets d’art to give 
it the flair of his personality. 

We listened to records, sipped martinis, 
talked in generalities, and on the surface 
were merely two charming people being 
pleasant to one another. But beneath the 
gay laughter and light conversation surged 
a veritable torrent of emotion, caught and 
held captive only by my elaborate evasion 
of Jon’s smoldering eyes, and the non- 
chalance I feigned whenever he introduced 
1 personal touch in the conversation. 

[ was so exhilarated with the delight- 
fully dangerous potential of the situation, 
se filled with the sudden new zest for liv- 
ing that my youthful appearance had 
brought me—that I couldn’t really ver- 
balize, even to myself, just what was go- 
ing on. All I knew was that if I so much 
as blinked an eye, I- would release the 
undercurrent swirling all about us, mount- 
i0 


ing in intensity by the moment, waiting 
only for ‘the slightest gesture or look from 
me to plunge us both into a tidal wave of 
passion which would never subside until 
love had run its course. 

I watched as Jon moved over to the pho- 
nograph with that easy, quiet grace that 
made him look so much like a professional 
athlete, flipped several records over, and 
adjusted the needle. It was such a small 
thing, but to my heightened sensitivity this 
simple little action carried a terrific signifi- 
cance, as though he were saying, “All 
right, baby—we’ve fenced long enough. 
Now let’s see what’s to it!” And though 
he hadn’t actually said a word, I couldn’t 
suppress the little shudder of anticipation 
that scurried up and down my spine. 

“You’re a fool,” I thought swiftly, “a 
crazy fool to be here in the first place, and 
an even bigger one to let him think what 
you know he’s thinking . . .” but I never 
finished that reprimand, for Jon came 
slowly toward me with hands outstretched, 
drew me gently into his arms, and we 
drifted across the floor to the haunting mel- 
ody of Duke’s “Satin Doll.” I remember 
giving one great big sigh as I relaxed in 
Jon’s arms, and then they tightened around 
me like two bands of steel pulling me 
closer and closer until our very breath 
mingled. 

I lifted my mouth to his as a thirsty 
flower to the first warm rains of the spring, 
and as we clung together in a frantic kiss 
that stopped Time itself, I felt the first rip- 
ples of that torrent unleashed within me, 
rising higher and higher, catapulting for- 
ward in wild leaps of sound and color, 
sweeping us before the current like flimsy 
bits of driftwood that could find no rest un- 
til the storm of our desire should pass leav- 
ing us spent and exhausted. 

Any woman in love is beautiful, and with 
Jon’s. expert attention to my outward ap- 
pearance plus the invigorating lift to my 
spirits and morale from his superior tech- 
nique in love making, I thought I had just 
about found my own personal path to the 
Fountain of Youth. And I was so happy— 
I seemed to fairly dance through the days, 
brimming over with an exuberance and a 
verve for living that must have matched 
the energy of any teen-ager in town. I 
fairly threw myself into the civic work I 
had neglected for so many months, organ- 
ized a major fund raising drive for my fa- 
vorite charity, and at home I made the fur 
fly with a housecleaning such as we hadn’t 
had in years. 

Tom, my husband, didn’t have too much 
to say about all the sudden dashing around 
I was doing—that is, at first. I knew he 
was watching me, wondering what had 
given me such a terrific lift, and even pos- 
sibly the cause of the blooming face and 
youthful spring in my walk. But he said 
nothing, and neither did I. The truth was 
I was so caught up with the thrill of feel- 
ing alive again, so full of a boundless en- 
ergy that I had to expend or burst—and 
most of all so mad with love for Jon, I 
really didn’t have time to notice Tom at 


all, let alone worry about what he wa 
thinking of me and my behavior. 

All my friends went out of their way ty 
remark about the magical change in me 
the women giving me the old quizzical side 
glance, the men ogling with a middle-age; 
version of the wolf whistle which amusej 
me, of course, but didn’t excite me in the 
least. What could those old, fat-bellied 
bald-headed has-beens think they could & 
for me, I laughed to myself, when I had 
the world’s greatest for my lover! And a 
the thought of Jon I again got that all-ove 
tingle that always came when he circled 
me in his strong arms and tickled me gen. 
tly on the nape of the neck and whispered 
that after me there was no one else for 
him. 

Tom didn’t say anything, that is, until 
one evening when I deliberately skipped a 
dinner date we had at the home of some 
old friends, and then defied him to speak to 
me about it. Carl Allen was an old busi. 
ness associate of Tom’s, and Sue, his wife 
had shared the same hospital room with 
me when our babies were born. For many, 
many years we had alternated dinner dates 
about once a month, and it was just under. 
stood that nothing short of serious emer. 
gency would stop any of us from keeping 
this standing engagement. 

As a matter of fact, Tom had become 
quite sentimental about the whole thing, 
and would often say, “You know, Rita, 
there’s something fine about the way we 
keep in touch with the Allens. There’s no 
friend like an old friend, and as we get 
on in years and with the children married 
and going about their own lives, it’s kind 
of good to sit around of an evening and 
talk over old times. . . .” 

And until Jon came into my life, I had 
been perfectly satisfied to spend the time 
with Sue and Carl, quiet evenings of bridge 
and small talk, admiring the latest photo- 
graphs of their grandchildren, saying good- 
night at ten and driving home to a glass 
of warm milk and bed. But not any more! 
It happened that on the evening of the Al- 
len dinner, at the moment when I should 
have been sitting down at the table with 
my husband and my old friends, I was in 
stead with Jon in his apartment returning 
his fiery kisses with the wildest abandon, 
clinging desperately to his embrace, giving 
myself utterly to the raging, churning pas 
sion he knew so well how to set ablaze in 
me. 

It was past midnight when I left Jon and 
pulled up in the driveway of my home. 
Tom’s study light was burning, but I didn't 
intend to stop. I was so tired I felt just hol 
low inside. Please, God, I thought, don't 
let him call to me, but he did. And then 
came our big argument, my rushing back 
out of the house to Jon. 

I opened my eyes again, blinked against 
the brightness of an early morning sul 
Nothing had changed. The small hotel 
room, stiff, unyielding, cold, stared back 
at me. How swiftly can a dream be lost! 
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My mind was suddenly cold and brittle 
as a diamond, sifting, scheming, discard- 
ing plan after plan, always keeping before 
me the fact that Jon relied solely on the 
business of women’s beauty for his very 
existence. Take that facility away—and 
he was ruined! Beauty was the greatest, 
the most desirable trait in a woman. This 
was my belief, the one ballast left to me in 
the sudden, chaotic upheaval of my life. 

If I could somehow make Jon responsi- 
ble for the destruction of some woman’s 
beauty I would have my revenge. And then 
the idea burst with the flare of a rocket 
exploding in the sky! 

The next morning, shortly after nine, I 
entered the reception room of the Char- 
Mode, and asked for Josie, one of the 
maids who knew me as a regular customer 
of Jon’s. A few whispered words, the ex- 
change of a twenty-dollar bill, the passing 
over to her of a small, white jar of cream, 
and it was done. 

That afternoon I. was again in the shop, 
but this time Jon did not know I was there. 
I had arranged for a lengthy session of 
body massage with one of the female oper- 
ators, in the booth next to Jon’s, thus en- 
abling me to remain hidden although I 
could hear every word spoken in his booth. 
Josie had done her work well, for as she 
placed the sheets on my prone body she 
whispered, “The special cream you brought 
to surprise Mr. Jon is right on his table, 
Mrs. Blakely. He can’t miss it!” 

A few moments later I heard Jon’s voice, 
smooth, soothing, flattering, seat his cus- 
tomer. Whoever she was, she kept her 
voice so low I couldn’t hear what she was 
saying, but it didn’t matter. What did I 
care who it was—just as long as she was 
the means of my revenge! Jon kept up a 
steady flow of small talk, the woman re- 
plied in soft monosyllables, and then I 
heard him remark in surprise and wonder, 
“Well! What kind of cream is this? I 
don’t remember ordering from this house 
before. Smells good. For facials? Must be 
something new. Wonder if it’s any good.” 

“Let’s try it and see,” the woman said 
brightly. “I might as well be your guinea 
pig as anybody else.” That woman—it was 
Maria, my own daughter! 

“No,” Jon said slowly. “I’m not familiar 
with this brand. Rather use something I’m 
sure of.” 

“Oh, come on, what’s to be afraid of? If 
it’s on your table it must be all right. Prob- 
ably one of the maids brought it in. Sample 
or something.” 

“You're right. Maybe we’ll use it and 
see. I would like to try it out.” 

Oh, no! Not like this! Dear God, don’t 
let it happen like this! Not my own child! 
I lay there, rigid with horror, the ice-cold 
Sweat pouring off me, 
through the wild roar of blood pounding in 
my head. If I stopped him, I would expose 
myself—if I let him go ahead my daughter 
would be ruined for life! What had I done 
—what terrible monster had I set in mo- 
tion to move inexorably along its own de- 
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structive path, leaving me powerless to 
speak, helpless to move. . . . 


THE VOICES seeped through the shriek- 

ing agony in my brain. “Of course, 
Mrs. Matthews—Maria—,” and now Jon 
was almost whispering, “you don’t really 
need beauty treatments. You don’t need 
anything except someone to really appre- 
ciate the fragile loveliness of your exqui- 
site face .. .” 

“Please, Jon, let’s get on with the fa- 
cial. I have another appointment this after- 
noon.” 

“But what’s the hurry? I’ve wanted to 
talk to you ever since I’ve known you, 
wanted to gaze into those haunting eyes 
by candlelight. . . .” 

I shuddered with disgust. Not that can- 
dlelight routine again! 

“Now, look,” Maria’s voice was chilled 
firmness, “either we get on with the facial, 
or I’m leaving.” 

“But you’re so fascinating when you’re 
angry! I admire spirit in a woman more 
than anything else.- But I could tame you, 
Maria!” 

“You can tame all the aging, weak- 
minded females you want, but I’m definite- 
ly not interested, Jon Jennings. And if I 
can’t get a beauty treatment without a lot 
of cheap love-making thrown in. . .” 

Jon laughed. I could just picture him 
tossing that dark, handsome head, see the 
white teeth flashing through his grin. 
“Those old bags? Those broken-down 
lumps of fat that I have to try and make 
over into what they looked like twenty 
years ago? My God! What a joke they 
are!” And then his voice took on that won- 
derful, caressing quality which had been 
so irresistible to me. “But a young woman 
like you, Maria, with your firm, molded 
body, your soft, tempting lips, the prom- 
ise of ecstasy deep in those gorgeous 

” 
Cycs «ee 

And then before he could say another 
word | heard the door of his booth open- 
ing, the staccato click of heels in the pas- 
sageway, and Maria was gone! I lay on 
the massage table breathing hard as a 
runner who has just finished the mile. So 
many things were happening to me at once, 
so swiftly were events piling on top of each 

other I didn’t know up from down. But 
through it all—through the sudden blind- 
ing realization that my own lifelong quest 
for beauty had been a false, treacherous, 
dangerous ideal—there gleamed a fierce 
pride for my daughter that I had never 
known. 

I had lost both lover and husband—de- 
serted my home. My children didn’t need 
me because I had denied them a mother’s 
love in the time of their dependency, and 
now | had no real place in their lives. How 
I wished I could turn back the years, go 
back to the days of their childhood when 
I could have laid by those reserves of love 
and affection, within the confines of my 
own family, that would stand me in good 
stead now that the butterfly years of youth 


72 


were over. And they were over! There was 
no sense in kidding myself about that any 
longer. I felt and looked a thousand years 
old! 

Somehow I managed to stumble back to 
my hotel room, bent almost double with 
the weight of my erring, and so ashamed 
of having fallen for such a heel as Jon 
proved to be I could have died. Was there 
really any point in going on now, I asked 
myself over and over. What could I do to 
redeem myself with my husband, my fam- 
ily? And would they want me back? 

By the next morning I had decided on 
one course of action. If it didn’t work out, 
well—no better than I deserved. We are 
told that we sow what we reap, and I had 
sown nothing but the seeds of selfishness 
and vanity and egoism all my life. The 
harvest, I discovered, was incredibly bitter. 

I timed my arrival that night for the din- 
ner hour. It was Saturday, and the custom 
was for the children and their families to 
spend Saturday evening at our house— 
Tom’s house now, I thought sadly, since I 
had forfeited all claims, not only to the 
house but even to the name Blakely. I 
didn’t even feel a twinge of excitement or 
expectation as I let myself in the front 
door. 

I had run through the entire gamut of 
emotion so many times during the last two 


days there was just nothing left—nothing 
but a tired, beaten old woman literally 
crawling on her knees back to a hearth and 
a home that she prayed God would he 
opened to her once again. 

I stood silently in the door of the dip. 
ing room, and at the sight of those dearly 
loved ones seated around the table laugh. 
ing and talking so warmly, so eagerly with 
one another, my eyes suddenly misted over 
and the hot tears gushed down my cheeks, 
Tom saw me first, and at the swift look 
of surprise on his face the others turned 
around, staring, their eyes blank. No one 
spoke. I couldn’t—my lips were trembling 
so violently I didn’t try to cover up. but 
just stood there crying like a whipped 
child. 

And then Maria’s baby, little Angela, 
stood up in her mother’s lap, peeped over 
her shoulder, stretched out her two chubby 
arms and cried, “Gran-gran! Come take 
Angie!” 

I flew to the child, took her in my arms, 
buried my tear-streaked face in her soft 
little neck, and my heart, bursting with re. 
morse and repentance knew it would have 
a second chance when Tom rose from his 
chair, came around to my side, laid his arm 
across my shoulders. “Welcome home, old 
lady!” he whispered lovingly in my ear. 

THE END 





Hollywood To Harlem 
(Continued from Page 13) 


and less to listen to when John Velasco, 
young Harlem entrepreneur brought a 
tiny, bushy-haired, “hungry jawed” tawny- 
hued little girl into Jock’s Music Room on 
Seventh Avenue as his headliner for the 
next two weeks back in 1948. She had 
everything wrong with her, as the boys on 
the stroll would say and on top of this, 
nobody had ever heard of her. So why put 
this obscure Dunham dancer in a slot as 
a singer when such star chirpers as Anita 
O’Day, Maxine Sullivan, Beverley White, 
Ann Hathaway, Thelma Carpenter and 
Bobbie Caston were running around loose? 

But John put the chick to work on the 
tiny podium with a single chalk spot out- 
lining her feline figure and that was IT. 
She sang in every language under the sun, 
all of them amounting to a stream of good 
old “South Carolina Yiddish” (translated 
Geechie) while her body sensuously twist- 
ing and turning under the shimmering 
black gown had the ringsiders gaping. 
Today, Eartha Kitt is the No. 1 Sex Sales- 
girl, surpassing even Marilyn Monroe who 
can’t sing. 

000 

Seventh Day Adventists don’t tolerate 
their members singing and dancing in any 
form. Same goes for various other religious 
sects. But in San Francisco, a dark girl 
with ambition in her heart and talent in 
every line of her voluptuous body, decided 
to jump her spot in a Seventh Day Ad- 
ventist choir and go whole hog for the 
“sinful” things in life. She came to the 


attention of the proper people and not long 
after, they had her singing in night clubs. 
Now nobedy would hold still for the propo- 
sition that Joyce Bryant could be turned 
into a glamour girl fairly bubbling over 
with the suggestion of sex. But when one 
is taught how to walk, wear clothes and 
make certain gestures, “Kitty, bar that 
door!” 

Today, Joyce Bryani is the hottest thing 
in night clubs. Her ability to wear body- 
moulding gowns wrapped so tightly around 
the right places that she can_ hardly 
breathe, let alone sing when she’s on the 
floor, has catapulted her into the big money 
class as an A-1 peddler of pure sex. 


000 

Coast To Coast: George Tread- 
well, husband of Sarah Vaughan, has 
a $250,000 a year Personal Manager 
business. His top client, of course, 
is Sarah, who grosses over $100,000 
a year. Then he has blues queen 
Ruth Brown, the Dizzy Gillespie band 
plus Clyde McPhatter’s Drifters on 
his list. Treadwell, a smart, cool op- 
erator where the big money is at 
stake, has an office and staff in the 
Brill Building, 1619 Broadway. 


0 0°0 


There are only a few topflight Negro 
tapdance teams earning big money today. 
Of course, the Nicholas Brothers lead the 
list. Then come the indestructible Four 
Step Brothers who get all the television 
work they can handle; the Clark Brothers. 
a very clever turn, and one or two others 
.. . Most affable singer of them all is still 
the portly Velma Middleton of the Satchmo 
Armstrong ensemble. 








som 
I wa 
still 
drea 
sing 
my § 
Fc 
accu 
ties 
ciate 
tact 
Whe 
and 
] ret 
“Unc 
miril 
him 
that 
me, - 
W 
poun 
bein; 
or Sis 
Yet, 
being 
maki 
famil 
am i 
my b 
He 
grow! 
treat 
dren. 
perin 
times 
Tony. 
retur 
he be 
home 
Is 
was § 
afterr 
Once 
ton, | 
Unive 
I did 
cludit 
Arrov 
I was 
Joh 
tion j 
and | 
met . 
Theat 
had n 
and ¢ 
had t 
So 
I cou! 
Teally 
Little 





othing 
terally 
th and 
ild be 


e din. 
dearly 
laugh. 
Y with 
d over 
heeks, 
t look 
urned 
‘0 one 
bling 
9, but 
ipped 


ngela, 
| over 
jubby 

take 


arms, 
soft 
th re- 
have 
n his 
| arm 
, old 
ear, 
END 


long 
ubs. 
opo- 
ned 
over 
one 
and 
that 


ling 
rdy- 
und 
‘dly 
the 
ney 


ry: 








I Didn’t 
Want To 
Sell Sex 


(Continued from Page 25) 





someday I would sing all over the world. 
I was eight years old at the time and I’m 
still trying to live up to her wonderful 
dreams for me. I think of her whenever I 
sing at hospitals or any other place where 
my songs can bring happiness to others. 

Fortunately, in my childhood I became 
accustomed to seeing and meeting celebri- 
ties so that in later years I could appre- 
ciate the top flight artists I came into con- 
tact with and still not let it go to my head. 
When Joe Louis was still champion, he 
and my father often played golf together. 
I remember one time in particular when 
“Uncle” Joe, as I called him, left the ad- 
miring crowd that had gathered around 
him and led me by the hand to the car 
that was waiting for us. You can believe 
me, I was the proudest! 

When I was born I weighed only one 
pound, nine ounces and in addition to 
being a delicate baby, I had no brothers 
or sisters, so I was the center of attraction. 
Yet, I do not feel that I was spoiled by 
being an only child. I was always too busy 
making friends and even adopting entire 
families as my own. Right now, when I 
am in Baltimore, I stay at the home of 
my best girl friend, Tony. 

Her eleven brothers and sisters have 
grown up and left home, so her parents 
treat the two of us as their remaining chil- 
dren. I must admit that we enjoy the pam- 
pering we get and that the two of us some- 
times act like a couple of schoolgirls. 
Tony, who was with the Air Force in Japan 
returned to the States so her baby would 
be born here and her GI husband is due 
home any day now. 

I started singing professionally while I 
was still in high school, singing at Sunday 
afternoon jam sessions with local bands. 
Once a week I would commute to Washing- 
ton, D.C., for a music class at Howard 
University. During the summer vacations 
I did one-nighters with various groups, in- 
cluding Johnny Sparrow and his Bows and 
Arrows. I also sang with the Three Bees— 
I was their Honey. 

Johnny Otis and his band, a big attrac- 
tion in Baltimore, had a large following 
and I was among their many fans. I had 
met Johnny on his dates at the Royal 
Theater and at numerous dances, but I 
had no idea he had noticed me especially, 
and certainly no idea that he believed I 
had talent. 

So when he asked me to join his outfit 
I could scarcely believe my ears. But he 
teally meant it, I learned, for his vocalists 
Little Esther and Mel Walker had just 
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Prevent Itchy Dandruff 


When the natural oils are washed 
away or dry out, and the scalp glands 
fall down in their oil-producing func- 
tion, the scalp may get tight, itchy, 
choked with dandruff. Nil-O-Nal 
penetrates deeply and is quickly ab- 
sorbed by thirsty hair follicles to counteract the 
dryness that may cause loss of hair, dandruff, 
and many other scalp complaints. And hair is so 
easy to manage, there's no longer any need to 
“load” it with sticky, greasy, artificial-looking 
hair oils or greases. 
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member—ONLY Nil-O-Nal does so much. 





WIFE’S HAIR GREW BACK 


Mr. Wm. G. Walton, Battle Creek, Mich. 
writes: “I'd like to tell you how happy we 
are over the results of Nil-O-Nal’s use on 
my wife's head. She had a bad case of skin 
trouble and the specialist used X-ray treat- 
ments on her scalp resulting in the loss of 
most of her hair. After using less than 2 
small jars of Nil-O-Nal her hair has grown 
until it is now much thicker and better than 
it was before. We cannot recommend Nil- 
O-Nal too highly.” 
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left the band, so I jumped at the chance 
to go on the road with an established and 
very popular outfit. 

When we left on tour, my mother travel- 
ling along with me, I was thrilled beyond 
words at all the new experiences that are 
everyday occurrences of life on the road. 
It was such a change from those local 
dates I’d been doing. Then, I would make 
25 or 30 dollars for the night I worked 
and think it was the living end! 

That was because some of my friends 
worked all week at the five-and-ten for $20. 
And before the one-nighters, there had 
been amateur shows when the five dollars 
I won as first prize looked as good to me 
as a week’s salary with the band. 

I loved working with the band because 
I like to have lots of people around me 
and it was just like having a family of 
my own. It was a real education for me 
as we traveled through the south, the mid- 
west and all over the country. After six 
months, I returned East to make some 
commercial advertisements, including some 
for Coca-Cola. I worked with Duke Elling- 
ton for a while, making the circuit as far 
as Washington, D.C., then I went back to 
the West Coast, where I worked again for 
Johnny Otis. 

In Los Angeles I decided to resume my 
musical studies and for a time studied 
under Ludwig Donar, the Viennese opera 
great, who played Jolson’s father in the 
movie biography of the famous singer. 

When I came back to Baltimore last 
winter, it was mainly because I was so 
homesick. That’s the only bad thing about 
traveling; you miss your family and 
friends so much. But being on my own 
had taught me a great deal about respon- 
sibility; I actually had to learn to handle 
my money and take care of my wardrobe 
because until then, Mother had done those 
things for me. So even though Noro 
Morales wanted me to join his band out 
in L.A., I went home. My career had 
reached a crossroads and I felt that I 
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needed time and peace and quiet to think 
things out. 

I had entered a beauty contest sponsored 
by a California newspaper and got all the 
way up to the finals before they told me 
I was disqualified because I was a profes- 
sional singer. I confess that was a big 
disappointment, even though I knew all 
along that a great many such contests are 
fixed. I don’t claim this was true in the 
instance I mentioned, but I do know of 
beauty contests in which the winner was 
chosen at a big party held the night before 
the finals. 

I can’t deny that I would have welcomed 
work in the Hollywood film studios, but 
that field is apparently closed to us. Not 
that I consider myself too good, but I don’t 
like to see Negroes confined to maid roles. 
Artists like Lena Horne and Dorothy 
Dandridge should have starring roles in 
big musicals; certainly no one argues that 
they don’t have the talent. So I’m not too 
interested in movies—and vice versa. 

Marriage is one way a girl can find 
security, I suppose, but too often it is at 
the sacrifice of her career. The one big 
romance in my life was a Latin fellow, 
who was oh, so romantic! For a long time 
I considered marriage with him, but he 
made it plain that he expected me to stay 
home and make love all day. I decided 
to stick with my career. 

Then there was the handsome young 
doctor who was squiring me around. I 
liked him quite a bit until I discovered 
that at the same time he was going out 
with a girl I knew. He was furious when 
we found out and confronted him, but the 
girl and I later became the best of friends. 

And, like most women I suppose, I fell 
in love with someone who probably wasn’t 
meant for me. He was everything a girl 
dreams of—tall, handsome, intelligent and 
with a winning personality. It was the 
hardest crush I ever had, but it just didn’t 
work out. After that interlude, I could 
sing “Love, Where Are You Now?” and 
really mean it. That ill-fated romance 
gave me a little more soul, but it was aw- 
fully rough on my heart. 


HAVE HAD many proposals, some 

from men whose names would be fa- 
miliar to everyone. I have also had re- 
quests for the most intimate garments as 
souvenirs. Those, of course, I don’t even 
consider. Most of the proposals of mar- 
riage somehow reminded me of the little 
boys who used to wait outside my house 
each morning, then silently walk along 
behind me to elementary school—except 
that men don’t play for candy. 

They'll promise you the world when 
they propose, but as of right now I’m glad 
I haven’t married. I’m a young woman and 
should love somebody, but there’s no spe- 
cial guy in my life yet. Besides, there are 
so many types of men I haven’t even met 
yet—and that’s what makes life interesting. 

The man I might some day become seri- 
ously interested in will have to have a 


pleasing personality, because I think that’ 
more important than looks. I don’t beliey 
in placing too much emphasis on beauty, 
All people are alike inside, they all hay 
hearts and looks don’t count. If everyone 
looked the same, imagine how boring lif 
would be! 

Meanwhile, I’ve adopted a_ philosophy 
that works for me. I think that you shoul 
work hard and get as much out of each 
moment as you can; do the things yoy 
want to do because you can never go back 
I don’t think people should always le 
realists. Be dreamers, too; it helps. 

In a more personal vein, a single girl ip 
show business faces all sorts of tempts 
tions. I think if you see a guy you like 
that’s your business, but swinging madly 
with promoters and other men for the 
“breaks” they promise you—that’s out. 

I love show business and the people ip 
it. I can understand and appreciate their 
emotional troubles. For an_ entertainer, 
there is always the good and the bad; 
things are not always on the sunny side, 
But I sincerely believe that they are the 
most wonderful people on earth—except- 
ing my public, of course. 

As I said, I seem to have reached a fork 
in the road as far as my career is con 
cerned. I’m not even considering getting 
out of show business, but even if I were, 
I'd have no complaints. Win, lose or draw, 
if I hadn’t had my fling at it, I would have 
regrets. A girl should have had something 
of her own before going into marriage, 
and I’ve had my career. 

Currently, I am doing club dates and 
singing at private parties. And I’m still 
trying to figure out the shape of my future. 
I'd love to get additional training from 
someone like Phil Moore, who has de 
veloped so many stars; or do musical 
comedies; or revues with someone like 
Larry Steele. Kathryn Grayson is my sing- 
ing ideal and I’ve recorded some ballads 
for Mercury, which haven’t been released 
yet. If they go over big, it will be a sign 
that I don’t have to rely solely on sex 
appeal, because it doesn’t come off on 
records. Today, a singer of pop songs al- 
most has to score well on records to make 
the bigtime. 

On the other hand, I may have to stick 
with the style that has paid off for me in 
the past. When I sing, I can be sexy or 
shy, devilish or demure. 

I never wanted to sell sex in my songs. 
But with Dagmar on TV and Marilyn 
Monroe in Cinemascope, twice as wide as 
ever. and Kinsey’s book a bestseller. it 
appears that sex is here to stay. What 
would you do? THE END 
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My Terrible 
Sin 





(Continued from Page 21) 


years there was still so much excitement 


in the strength of his arms about me, the 


heart-pulsing tempo of emotion which 
crowded in on me when his lips were hard 
on mine, his fingers playing in my hair. 
The wild desire, fierce wanting which close- 
ness to Clarence always generated in me 
rose up like a tidal wave. 

In the midst of it all, there must have 
been some subtle warning thing which 
made me cling to him so desperately and 
say what both of us—at that time—felt was 
a foolish thing. 

“Don’t ever stop loving me, Clarence, 
don’t ever stop.” 

His answer was to reach over and switch 
of the bed lamp. His answer was to lift 
me in his arms as he had done during our 
honeymoon. His answer was to lay me 
down in the bed and, in the language of 
love, to let me know that he didn’t intend 
to stop loving me. 


FTER THAT FIRST party at the club, 

our life became more rounded, better 
balanced. Clarence seemed to have definite- 
ly decided that I was right about his need 
for more relaxation. He began delegating 
some of his more important responsibilities 
to assistants. We spent pleasant evenings 
atthe club, playing bridge, dancing, drink- 
ing. Clarence seemed to become more his 
old self, the Clarence I’d known in the days 
of courtship, gay and lots of fun. 

He was a big hit with all the members, 
men and women alike. He began to take 
his duties as a director of the club seriously, 
to participate in much of the planning for 
the expansion of the buildings and the club 
program. Less than three months after the 
first affair we’d attended, I realized that 
Clarence was spending much time at the 
club without me. 

Iteased him about it. 

“You’re getting pretty selfish about 
dub, darling,” I said lightly. “After all, 
don’t forget it was my idea for us to get 
interested. Now, you don’t take me with 
you except when I suggest it.” 

Ihadn’t meant to create an issue. I was 
thoroughly unprepared for Clarence’s reac- 
tion. He took me very seriously, sat down 
to explain quite gravely that it was neces- 
sary for him to attend business and plan- 
ning meetings of the directors and with 
several of the committees. The operation 
of the club was costing a great deal more 
than originally estimated. 

Ididn’t give it a thought any more when 
Clarence, finishing dinner, hastily prepared 
lo get out to the club, although it did seem 
that his business meetings were unreason- 
ably frequent. 


the 








Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 5) 


to do, for it won’t be simple at all. It is 
simply the ethical behavior for a married 
man who has a family to support. I wish 
you loads of luck, for I feel that if once 
you are willing to give up this woman you 
will be more likely to shoulder your re- 
sponsibility at home. 


Remember that no one forced you to 
marry your wife nor were you forced to 
have children. Already she has demon- 
strated more loyalty to you than has this 
girl whom you say that you love. The fact 
that this girl has already accused you of 
other women also shows that she doesn’t 
trust you. And, come to think of it, your 
uncle might have something to say about 
the matter, too. 
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I didn’t give it a thought until the night 
that one of Clarence’s assistants phoned 
the house in a great stew about an im- 
portant development which had come up 
in a deal he was working on for the office. 
Ed Ashley told me he must talk with Clar- 
ence immediately; that a large amount of 
money depended on his receiving the prop- 
er instructions. 

“Tell you what, Mr. Ashley,” I suggested. 
‘I know where I can contact Mr. Wade. 
Give me your number and [ll have him 
call you back in ten minutes.” 

Ashley gave me the number, thanked 
me profusely. 

I dialed the number of the club, in- 
structed the desk there to connect me with 
Clarence. 

Seconds later, I heard the voice on the 
other end announce mechanically: “Mr. 
Wade isn’t in, Miss Nelson. He left a 
message for you, though. Said to tell you 
he’s on his way in town. Will meet you at 
the same place.” 

A dizzy shock struck at me, as sharp 
and cruel as a stiletto blade. Miss Nelson, 
this girl had called me. Who was Miss 
Nelson? Why had Clarence left a message 
for her? 

Excited questions were in my mind, al- 
most broke from my lips. But I controlled 
myself. 5 Ms 
“Thank you,” I said calmly. “Inciden- 


tally, miss, do you know whether Mr. Wade 
left before or after the directors’ meeting?” 

“There wasn’t a directors’ meeting to- 
night, Miss Nelson,” she said. 

Time stood still for me. I could almost 
hear the tiny pulse in my temple throb- 
bing. 

“Thank you,” I said. “Thank you very 
much.” 

I remembered how carefully Clarence 
had explained his recent, frequent ab- 
sences at home; how he had gone into such 
great detail to quiet my protest about his 
going out alone. I remembered that his 
attentions to me recently had grown less 
and less frequent. I remembered how tired 
he had seemed of late; how, several times, 
when jhe had come home from the club, 
he had obviously been drinking a great 
deal more than Clarence drank character- 
istically. 

You're getting panicky now, I warned 
myself. You’re stampeding. You'll destroy 
yourself and Clarence and all this beauti- 
ful life you live together. Wait, just wait. 

I waited. I jumped nervously when the 
telephone rang a half hour later. It would 
be Clarence, I told myself. He’ll be calling 
to explain that he didn’t go to the club, 
after all. He’ll put out the fire. 

It wasn’t Clarence. It was Ed Ashley, 
still frantic, wanting to know where Mr. 
Wade was, why he hadn’t received his call. 
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I could hardly get out the words—wor 
I hated to say. 

“T thought I could contact Mr. Wag 
Mr. Ashley,” I admitted. “But I find tha 
he had a change in plans and isn’t whey 
he intended to be. I can’t do anything }y 
wait until I hear from him or until he 
turns tonight and give him your message’ 

Ashley hung up and I went back to m 
chair in the living room to wait. 

The only thing that went on, that hap 
pened was time. Time ticked away as jj 
there would never be an end to anything 
The regular, tantalizing heartbeat of th 
clock matched my own. I wanted to ry 
through the big house screaming. 

Two o’clock came, three, four. I was jp 
a state. 

This will never do, I told myself, | 
mustn’t work myself into this kind 
frenzy. I'll be unfit to deal with any situs 
tion when Clarence comes in. I must 
quite natural. Maybe my life is at stake 
because maybe my husband’s love is g 
stake. I stood up, went to the bar. mak 
myself a stiff highball and went upstairs 
to prepare for bed. 

It was five, later than Clarence had eve 
come home. I lay in bed, heart beating 
wildly, almost stopping with both fear and 
joy as I heard the car, listened to the ge 
rage door going up, heard Clarence’s step 
on the walk outside, his key in the door. 

He came upstairs quietly, came into ow 
room, walked over to the bed to lean dow 
and kiss me. 

“Whatever are you doing awake at this 
hour?” he demanded. His breath was hor 
rible with liquor. His eyes were glazed. 

“Clarence, you’re drunk?” I said accus 









ingly. ; 

“Little liquor never hurt anybody,” le 
said happily. 

Carefully I framed the next question. 

“Did the directors do anything beside 
get high?” I asked, trying to make it: 
casually humorous question. 

“On the contrary, darling,” Clarence 
said, posing heroically and looking ven 
silly. “It was an historic meeting. We made 
great progress—and drank liquor. Som 
I’m so late. Meeting didn’t break up until 
the wee, wee hours. Then I got into a dis 
cussion with a couple of fellas.” 

“Good night, darling,” Clarence told me 
He switched off the light, kissed me as i! 
I were a distant relative, got in bed an 





turned his back to me. 

I was horribly wide awake now. How 
should I handle this. It was important thé 
I handle it right. 

“Clarence,” I said. “Ed Ashley calle 
tonight.” 

The violent reaction this 
produced almost scared me out of my wits 
Clarence rolled over, sat up straight in th 
bed and shouted. 

“Ed Ashley! What did he mean by cal 
ing here? I’ve given those fellows definitt 
instructions never to call my home—tit 
anything.” 

I could hear the hot anger in his voité 


informatio 














ah 
Tl 
for 1 
ing, 
shou 
[kn 
that 
wom 
In 
tact 
TI 
ness, 
all t 
me. 
brea! 
came 
ence 
Fi 
askec 
me h 
belie 


o q 
ar 
wee | 
only | 
Iv 
be so 
me, 1 
mem] 
could 
i 
Nelse 
asked 
a wol 
Cla 
lower 
“Yi 
a que 
“Yi 
“I kn 
that y 
that y 
warn 
find a 
your « 
Iw 
words 
a 
said q 
of all. 
“De 
this p 
heroic 
voice 
If y 
of hell 
home 
you | 
whom 
him te 
Listen 
has co 
he has 
Clar 
party | 
signer, 
best p. 
and 
dream 


had bi 







Wad 
ind thal 
t wher 
‘ing by 
] he Te 
>SSa ge, 
< to my 


at hap 
Ly as if 
ry thing 
of the 
to rm 


Was iy 


self, | 
‘ind 9 
y situa 
rust be 
t stake 
> is af 
. Mate 
|pstairs 


id. ever 
eating 
ar and 
the ge 
’s step 
> door 
ito our 
1 dow 


at this 
as hor 
red. 


accu 
y” he 


on. 
beside 


e ita 


arence 
y ver 
made 
Sorr 
> until 
a dis 


ld me. 
as if 
d and 


Hox 
t that 


called 
ation 


wits 
in the 








call 
finite 
—for 





voice. 






“What did you tell Ed Ashley?” 

This was my moment. This was the time 
for me to strip Clarence naked of his cheat- 
ing, lying and rotten deception. Now I 
should say that I had called the club, that 
[ knew there wasn’t any directors’ meeting, 
that I knew he had been with another 
woman. 

Instead I said: “I told him to try to con- 
tact you at the club.” 

Then I turned over and lay in the dark- 
ness, wanting to sob, wanting to cry with 
all the heartbreak and hurt that was in 
me. I tried to contain it. I tried not to 
break down. But the tears came, the sobs 
came and Clarence didn’t hear them. Clar- 
ence was asleep in a drunken stupor. 

Finally, I fell asleep but not before I had 
asked God to tell me what to do, to tell 
me how to face this stunning blow, this un- 
believable fact of Clarence’s falseness. 


N THE MORNING [I still didn’t have the 

answer. Clarence was his sober self, a 
wee bit ashamed but, as far as I could see, 
only ashamed that he had been intoxicated. 

I was trying to play this cool, trying to 
be sophisticated. But when Clarence kissed 
me, when Clarence murmured: “Did I re- 
member to tell you I adore you?” | 
couldn’t stand it another minute. 

“Is that the same thing you tell Miss 
Nelson at your directors’ meeting?” I 
asked with all the venom and cold fury of 
a woman betrayed. 

Clarence’s face went drawn. 
lowered. 

“You know!” he said huskily. It wasn’t 
a question as much as an exclamation. 

“Yes, I know, Clarence,” I said bitterly. 
“I know that you’re a liar and a cheat and 
that you don’t go to directors metings and 
that you haven’t even got sense enough to 


His head 


warn the stupid operator at the club to 
find out whether it’s your wife calling or 
your cheap, home-wrecking hussy.” 

I was almost screaming as I said the last 
words. 

“I deserve whatever you say,” Clarence 
said quietly. “I’m rotten. I’m a heel. Worst 
of all, sweetheart, I’m in love.” 

“Do you mean that you are serious about 
this person, Clarence?” I asked, 
heroically to keep the pathos out of my 
voice which had. crept into my heart. 

If you want to experience a special kind 
of hell, sit down in the living room of your 


striving 


home some time and listen to the person 
you love desperately, the 
whom your whole life is built—listen to 
him tell you that he no longer loves you. 


person around 


Listen to him talk about a new person who 
has come into his life, a person for whom 
he has found a deeply, moving love. 
Clarence had met Carmen Nelson at a 
party in Greenwich Village. She was a de- 
signer, working for some of New York’s 
best people. She was to him all the glamor 
and sophistication which he'd never 
dreamed he wanted until I, fool that I was, 
had broken through the hard crust of his 
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business life to take his hand and lead him 
into another kind of life. 

“I know it all sounds very wrong and 
very rotten, little sweetheart,” Clarence 
told me tormentedly. “And I suppose it 
is. But I don’t know how to explain my 
feelings when I’m with Carmen. She’s 
brought something into my life, a sort of 
glow, a kind of atmosphere which I’ve 
never known before. She makes me feel 
rich inside and luxurious. I’m afraid that, 
after ten years of living with you, loving 
you, I’ve lost my perspective about our 
marriage. 

“For weeks I’ve kept tormenting myself 
with the feeling of guilt. Several times I’ve 
been on the verge of telling you. But the 
amazing thing of it all is that I’m selfish 
enough to love both of you, to want both 
of you. God, darling, I don’t know what 
to do.” ; 

All my anger had died. I felt ill inside 
and beaten. 

“There’s only one thing to do, Clarence,” 
[ said quietly. “You know very well you 
can’t have both of us. I'll give you a 
divorce. That’s what you want. And the 
sooner, the better.” 

Clarence came over to me, tried to take 
me in his arms. 

“No, Clarence,” I said. 
bad matters worse.” 

“T just don’t want you to hate me, dar- 
ling,” he said. I was stunned to see that 
his eyes were filling with tears. I turned, 
tear-blinded myself, and ran upstairs to 
my room. 

We lived in a nightmare from then on— 
for weeks. Clarence went about his regular 
routine and I about mine; the only differ- 
ence was that our house was cold and 
empty. Our house was no longer a home. 
Several times we sat down to try objec- 
tively to discuss this thing which had hap- 
pened to us. Clarence was truly confused. 
He wanted to keep Carmen. He didn’t 
want to give me up. I knew all along that 
| should take a positive stand and demand 
that he make a choice. 

Christmas came and Clarence spent the 
day with me. We exchanged gifts and tried 
to be happy. We had a splendid dinner 
together. I wondered whether he would 
suggest that we go pop-calling on our 
friends, delivering gifts, as we’d usually 
done. | didn’t want to ask, to say anything 
which would reveal that I wanted him 
home that night—or to go out with me. 
We were sitting in the living room, watch- 

television. The tension was terrific. 
Finally, Clarence looked at his watch. I 
could feel him sending nervous glances in 
my direction. 


“Don’t make 


“Darling. . . .” he began. 

‘It’s all right, Clarence. I know. You’ve 
got to go.” 

I left the room, trying to walk erect and 
proud, trying to act as if my heart weren’t 
torn and bleeding. 

“Darling. ...” Clarence called after me. 

“Just go, Clarence,” I said, not looking 
back. “Just go to her. But when you come 


0 


back this time, we’re going to settle things 
for once and all.” 

From my room I heard the door slam. 
I cried myself to sleep. 

It was New Year’s Eve Day that things 
broke. I awoke that day, my tortured mind 
clearer than it had been since sorrow had 
come to our home. Things can’t go on 
like this, I vowed. Something definite has 
to be done. I knew what I was going to 
do. 

I faced him determinedly across the 
breakfast table. 

“Clarence,” I began. “You know how 
important we’ve always considered one 
thing about New Years.” 

“What dear?” he asked nervously. 

“The fact that, on New Year’s Eve, 
you’re supposed to be with the one you 
love. That at twelve o’clock when the old 
year dies and the new one is born, you 
are supposed to be near the one you're 
going to be with all the next year and, 
you hope, the years to come.” 

“Yes, dear, I know,” he answered. 

“Well, Clarence,” I continued. “I’ve 
come to a decision for you, since you don’t 
want to—or can’t come to one of your own. 
Clarence, I want you to tell me who you’re 
going to be with tonight—me or her.” 

Clarence was staring at me, his face 
drawn with pain. 

I drew a quick, deep breath as I said 
those words. I’d forced the issue. Now it 
was all or nothing. Weak as I was for 
Clarence, I could have gone on, suffering 
the torture of his indecision, accepting the 
insult of his infidelity, waiting, hoping and 
praying. But I had chosen the wisest way, 
I thought, even though, perhaps, the 
hardest. 

Clarence was sitting, head bowed, un- 
able to speak. 

“If that’s the way you want it, dear,” 
he said finally. 

“That’s the way,” I said. “I’d like your 
decision by six tonight. After all, I don’t 
intend to watch the New Year in alone.” 

When six o’clock came, I was sitting in 
the living room, half-heartedly reading. I 
heard Clarence’s slow steps coming down 
the hall. He paused in the entrance to the 
living room. I took one look at his face, 
tight, hurt but with an expression of re- 
solve. He didn’t have to say a word for 
me to know that I had lost. 

His words were tense, low. 

“I’m going to Carmen, dear,” he said. 

I nodded numbly. The tears were rising 
in my eyes and I couldn’t hold them back. 

Clarence lingered in the doorway, obvi- 
ously trying to put something into words. 

“T don’t know how to say ‘Happy New 
Year,’ honey,” he said finally. 

I couldn’t look at him. 

“Happy New Year, Clarence,” I said. 
“And goodbye.” 

Maybe if he had had more time to 
consider, to reflect, maybe he would have 
stayed and given up Carmen. If it hadn’t 
been for my setting a deadline, Clarence 
would be here with me now. 


Carmen Nelson. How many times I had 
thought of her in recent days. How many 
times I had wished I could see her, find 
out what kind of person she actually was, 
How attractive? How sincere? Somehow, 
I’d always felt it would defeat me to meet 
her. I wanted to think of her as a slut, a 


woman much beneath me. But I knew 
Clarence. I knew his sense of values. | 
knew that there must be a great deal to 
Carmen Nelson. 


FUNNY, SITTING there, thinking of 

how the bottom of my world had 
dropped out, I wasn’t as sorry for myself 
as I was afraid. Afraid for Clarence, 
Afraid of what would happen to him if he 
had chosen wrong. I knew what I could 
give Clarence, what I had given him. | 
knew that the tinsel and the good times 
Carmen could offer him would some day 
lose their glamor for him. I didn’t want to 
think of him regretting what he had done, 
wanting me back and perhaps too stubborn 
in his pride to come back looking for me, 

Suddenly a shockingly, daringly fantas- 
tic thought struck me like a jagged sword 
of lightning piercing a tree. 

The fantastic thought became a plan, a 
plan which sent me into immediate action. 
This night—the night which meant so 
much to me—New Year’s—I would find 
out about Carmen Nelson. I would see her. 
I would talk to her—tonight. Now. 

Feverishly, I dressed. It was seven-thirty 
now. I left the house, went to the garage, 
got out my roadster and headed for the 
city. I had written down the address and 
telephone number. But I didn’t have to. 
I could recite them by heart. Parking a 
block from the address, I went into a drug 
store and dialed the telephone number. 

I breathed sharply as the ring of the 
telephone was cut short and a cultured, 
warm voice answered. 

“Miss Nelson?” I asked. 

“This is she.” 

“Miss Nelson,” I said, speaking rapidly 
as though any minute she might hang up, 
“My name is Wade. Clarence Wade's 
wife.” 

There was a short, pregnant silence at 
the other end. Then Carmen Nelson said. 

“Yes, Mrs. Wade.” 

“T know this is extremely unusual but I 
think you will understand,” I explained. 
“That is, I think you will understand if 
you will give me a chance to let you. | 
would like to talk with you, Miss Nelson. 
I am not the outraged wife type nor dol! 
have a pistol hidden in a little pear! hand- 
bag. I want to have an intelligent talk 
with you for about ten minutes. Will you 
see me? I’m just a block away from your 
home.” 

There was another pause. 

“Mrs. Wade,” the voice said. “If you 
were in my position what would you do?” 

“I'd at least be curious,” I came back 
fast. 

She laughed, a delightful laugh. 

“All right, Mrs. Wade,” she said. “Will 
you please come up?” 
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Carmen Nelson lived in a distinguished- 
looking apartment building. Her apart- 
ment was in the penthouse. She opened 
the door and I tried not to gasp. She was 
beautiful. She was also charming. 

She invited me in, set me at ease im- 
mediately. She offered me a drink. I ac- 
cepted. 

When we were comfortably situated, 
Carmen said: “Now?” 

“T’ll be brief and I'll be frank, Miss Nel- 

n,” I said. “I love Clarence more than 
life itself. He loves you and he wants to 
leave me for you. I came to see you be- 
cause I want to know what he’s getting in 
exchange for leaving me. I know what he 
has. He has someone devoted to him com- 
pletely, willing to do anything for his 
happiness.” 

That’s the way the conversation began. 
It didn’t go at all according to any plan. 
In the first place, I hadn’t had one. But 
the strangest thing happened. Carmen Nel- 
son frankly admired me for coming to her. 
She told me so. She told me that I was 
one of the rare people in the world—a 
sincere person. She was extremely fond of 
Clarence—that I could tell. But she was 
one of the most sophisticated, one of the 
coolest persons I’ve ever met in my life. 

Throughout the conversation, I was un- 
able to determine the depth of her feeling 
for Clarence. One thing I was able to 
determine, however. That was that Carmen 
was a genuine kind of person and I could 
understand why anyone—even Clarence, 
my Clarence, could love her. We had 
talked for about twenty minutes when she 
said: 

“What do 
Wade.” 

That was the moment when I proved to 
myself what I shall believe for the rest 
of my life—that what you want is worth 
fighting for even if fighting brings you to 
your knees. 

“I want you to give Clarence back to 
me,” I said simply. 

She smiled. 

“Mrs. Wade, you'll forgive me for hav- 
ing my little fun out of this situation. 
You'll forgive me for allowing you to go 
through with this interview even if it wasn’t 
necessary.” 

“What do you mean?” 

Carmen stood. 

“I mean that Clarence is probably wait- 
ing for you at home at this minute, worried 
about where you are. You see, Mrs. Wade, 
a half hour before you called, Clarence 
phoned me to say that he had walked out 
of your house, intending to spend the eve- 
ning with me, but that he couldn’t 
through with it; that he found out you're 
the one he truly loves; that he was going 
back home for good.” 

I looked at the clock. It was nine-thirty. 

I stood and held out my hand: “Happy 
New Year, Miss Nelson,” I said. 

Whizzing back over the silver streak of 
parkway which connects Long Island and 
Manhattan, I knew this was going to be 
my happiest New Year. THE END 
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On The Records 
(Continued from Page 12) 


to a lucrative contract, calling for no less 
than 16 sides a year. The big buildup was 
extended him. He got second choice to the 
label’s then biggest star, Frank Sinatra, of 
all song material for recording and the first 
pressing figure for all his records was set 
at the high of 20,000 copies. 

Columbia was completely convinced that 
Jeffries would score heavily with fans. But 
it didn’t happen that way, for some unex- 
plainable reason. As it turned out actually, 
Herb proved to be only an average draw 
on wax and subsequently faded off as a 
major star altogether. He was to sink al- 
most into oblivion when along came the 
Trend assignment. Today he is again a hot 
item in recording circles. 

Jeffries first became a national figure 
through a recording, titled Flamingo. A 
pretty ballad cut with Duke Ellington’s 
band in 1942, the side has sold more than 
1,000,000 copies. It represents Herb’s big- 
gest recording hit to date and, because of 
that, the song is now considered to be his 
trademark. 

* & 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Capitol’s 
Blue Moon/Ultra DeLuxe, resounding the 
unique and brilliantly sharp stylings of the 
Duke Ellington band on an oldie and a 
newie. Moon is the 1934 Rodgers & Hart 
hit, phrased here in a brand new fashion 
by the aggregation with a sparkling violin 
interlude by Ray Nance and some boppish 
vocalizing by Jimmie Grissom. The flip, an 
Ellington original, is refined jazz and fea- 
tures the ensemble mostly. But, at one spot 
on the record, baritone sax star Harry 
Carney comes on for an inspiring solo 
fling... 

GOOD: Prestige’s Am I Blue?/How 
Deep ‘Is the Ocean, a deuce of old stand- 
ards revived on a swinging kick by bop 
alto saxist James Moody, blowing in his 
quaint, yet facile style. With some neat 
backing from a group of Swedish musi- 
cians, Moody never sounded better. He 
shares solo assignments on both sides with 
baritone saxman Arne Domnerus who blows 
a very melodic horn. The release should 
please bop enthusiasts . . . 

RECOMMENDED: Mercury’s’§ Easy 
Come, Easy Go Lover/And This Is My Be- 
loved with deceptive-voiced Sarah Vaughan 
making beautiful music as she blends and 
bends notes on a coupling that marks her 
debut on the label. She was formerly with 
Columbia. Lover has some real interesting 
moments and is a convincing reminder that 
Sassy has lost none of her vocal prowess. 

ACCEPTABLE: Victor’s Sadie Thomp- 
son’s Song/Face to Face, spotlighting 
Damita Jo, the female vocal star who sings 
regularly with Steve Gibson’s Red Caps. 
Here she has the backing of a big studio 
band and shows to great advantage in the 
setting. Her’ best effort easily is Sadie, a 
torchy opus and title song from a Columbia 
movie. She strikes a noticeably relaxed 
mood on the side... 
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“Come in.” That’s all that was said. 

She led me into the small living room 
and there we paused and stood looking at 
each other; and never were words so un- 
necessary. I moved close to her, feeling as 
though I was being pulled. Our gaze had 
not broken or even wavered since we en- 
tered the room. My heart pounded heavily 
as exultant realization of what now had to 
happen blazed through me; but somehow, | 
could not move a muscle. 

But when she uttered a low moan and 
swayed against me, my arms swept around 
her and gripped her pliant body hard 
against mine. I stared down at her, at her 
flushed face, her moist, half-parted lips and 
the last thing I saw as I slowly bent to kiss 
her were her eyes, wide open, the pupils 
fiery coals glowing with unmasked desire, 
Because she suddenly and violently threw 
her arms around my neck and crushed her 
mouth against mine. Then the whole world 
exploded in a terrific red-hazed blast . .. 

I left Cecille a little before noon, and two 
blocks away, who should I pass but Percy 
Haskins! I managed to wave, but my heart 
was in my throat, thinking how close he 
had come to catching me at his house. He 
waved back, and put on his brakes hard, 
yelling at me to wait. I sure didn’t want to 
face him—not then. But I stopped and 
backed up, half fearing the monkey had 
jumped wise. 

But he hadn’t. Bouncing out of his beat- 
up old car, he came skipping across the 
street to mine. 

“Well, Brother Richards!” he exclaimed, 
grinning happily. “You’re the very one I 
wanted to see. I called you at your office, 
but they said you weren’t there” As he 
spoke he stuck his hand in the car window 
and we shook hands—with the lodge grip, 
of course. 

“What’s the score?” I asked, working up 
a phony smile. 

“T wanted to ask you could you come to 
dinner at my mansion tomorrow night,” he 
told me. “Of course, we can’t match that 
swell grub we had at'the Milabar, last 
night. But Cecille puts out some fine 
vittles! She sure does!” 

“Well now,” I said, “that’s mighty nice 
of you, Brother Haskins.” Then I acted as 
if I was thinking over his invitation—which 
I was. But for reasons I sure didn’t want 
him to know: Did I dare go to his house 
again, after what had just happened be 
tween his wife and me? I felt that I 
shouldn’t, yet I wanted to—had to. So I 
said, “I guess I can make it. What time?” 

“Oh, about seven,” he informed me. “But 
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you just come as early as you can and we'll 
have a high old time!” 

I remembered that I had a bid to a for- 
mal dinner dance but accepted the dinner 
date since I could come already dressed for 
the dance and leave from the Haskins. 

So, came the dinner with the Haskins 
and while I hoped I didn’t show it, I was ill 
at ease. Even so, I was a little piqued be- 
cause Cecille, while politely pleasant, 
played it entirely too cool. Like never meet- 
ing my glance, or in any other way ac- 
knowledging our—new relationship. 

That is, she didn’t until after dinner 
when Percy remembered he’d bought a 
bottle of bourbon the day before, but had 
left it at the barbershop. He insisted on 
going after it at once, and wouldn’t hear of 
my accompanying him. 

And the minute her husband left, Cecille 
emerged from the dining room where she 
had been clearing up the dishes. She stood 
for an instant in the living room doorway, 
a slow smile warming her lovely features. 
I got up and she darted to me, flung herself 
at me and threw her arms around my neck 
—violently. My response was instant, al- 
most savage. 

But she matched it, gripped me as hard 
as I did her, and wouldn’t release me when, 
remembering her husband might return at 
any minute, I tried to pull away. Instead, 
she locked her arms around my neck and 
did things that made me forget that such a 
person as her husband even existed . . . 

I shuddered, later, thinking of the crazy 
chance we took. We got away with it only 
because, as he explained upon his belated 
return, Percy’s car had run out of gas and 
he had had to walk several blocks for a can 
of fuel to get him to a filling station. 


In THE MORNING, I knew what my 
next move was—-to see how Cecille felt 
about it. If she felt as I did, there was no 
point in delaying matters. So after a quick 
visit to my office, I drove to her house, my 
mind rioting at the joyous prospect of hav- 
ing her for myself—all the time! 

It was a little after ten when I rang her 
bell. Almost at once the door opened, and 
there she stood in a filmy negligee and 
little else, her hair a silken black cloud, her 
feet in tiny red slippers. I gulped and tried 
to say something, but words wouldn’t come. 

“I was sort of expecting you, Rodney,” 
she drawled in her husky, caressing voice. 

It was quite a while before I got around 
to telling Cecille what had been on my 
mind when I arrived. By then it was nearly 
noon, and remembering how I had met 
Percy at about this same time a couple of 
days before, I asked Cecille to get dressed 
quickly, and we’d go for a ride. She raised 
her head from my shoulder, and sighed 
languorously, “Anything you say, lover.” 

“I hope you mean that,” I said impetu- 
ously, “because there’s something impor- 
tant we’ve got to talk about.” 

“I mean it,” she declared huskily. “And 
Rodney-honey ?” 

“Yes, darling?” 
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“I’m awf’ly hungry. Could we stop some- 
here and have lunch?” 

“That’s for sure,” I replied with a grin. 
“I could do with a big, rare steak myself.” 

I drove out to the ocean and we ate at a 
easide cafe. En route we’d talked about 

ur situation and settled what we would do. 
Our plan was this: She would stay at my 
partment until the next day. I'd supply 
her with all the money she needed to buy 
clothes and luggage for a six weeks stay in 
Mexico, while she got a divorce from 
Percy. Then I’d fly down to get her and 

e’d be married there. The whole idea 
eemed to make her very happy. 

When I put Cecille on the plane for Mex- 
ico the next afternoon, I felt a curious re- 
lief, perhaps because the first step of our 
plan was in operation. I would miss her 
badly during the time she was away. But I 
lidn’t—yet. For some reason, I felt weary, 

Imost exhausted, and went to my apart- 
ment, got into my bed, and instantly slept. 

The next morning I felt my old peppy 
elf. As soon as I had breakfasted I hurried 

my office, knowing I'd neglected it too 
1uch lately. When I reached it, two sur- 

prises awaited me. One was pleasant. It 
was a telegram from Cecille announcing 
her safe arrival in Mexico City. The other 
was her husband—in person, waiting for 

e in my private office. 

[ saw him as I walked in and quickly 
hoved the telegram in my pocket, then 

1id, as though pleasantly surprised, “Why 

llo there, Brother Haskins! What brings 
yu over this way?” 

“Hello, Mister Richards,” he mumbled. 
“T come over here to see you.” He’d been 

tting in a chair next to my desk, twisting 

hat in his hands, not meeting my 
lance. Suddenly he stood up, looked 
traight at me and asked, “Why did you 
eal away my wife?” 

“I’m—I’m sorry things worked out like 
hey have,” I said slowly. “And—and if it 

ill help, Percy, P’M—TIll give you the 
money you need to get squared up.” 

Percy pulled out a soiled handkerchief 
and scrubbed at his eyes, saying muffledly, 

You’re just trying to buy me.” 

That was exactly what I was trying to do. 
[t would solve a lot of problems, make 

things much easier all the way around. But 
[ said soothingly, “No, I’m not, Percy. How 
much would it take to settle your bills and 
et you back to your home town?” 

“T owe about four thousand dollars,” he 
umbled. Then his voice broke as he cried, 
And all on account of her! And all the 
hile she didn’t care nothin’ about me. She 
as just—just using me until she could 
id somebody better off than just a poor 
vorking man like me.” 

When I handed the check to Haskins, he 

»%ked at it, then at me, then without a 
word, turned and walked out. And I never 
saw him again. 

[ had meant to fly down to Mexico and 
stay with Cecille until her divorce proceed- 
ings were over. After she had been gone a 
week, that is what I planned to do at the 
end of the following week, because by then 


+) 
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I was hungering for her like a starving 
man. But each of my four salesmen had im- 
portant deals pending, and then I ran into 
one, also involving a lot of money, so that it 
was impossible for me to get away until the 
very last day of Cecille’s stay. I took a 
night plane down, and instead of the brief 
honeymoon I’d planned there, we had to re- 
turn to Los Angeles the morning of my ar- 
rival, after a hasty wedding. 

For the first several weeks of our mar- 
riage, both Cecille and I were very busy— 
she furnishing our new home, and rather 
extravagantly, too, judging from the bills 
that were coming in. For my part, business 
seemed to be getting better and better, as if 
a second boom in real estate was starting. 
That kept me on the jump. 

But once we were settled in our new 
house, I slowed down, started spending 
more time at home—with my wife. Then 
too, I got so I felt quite tired at times, and 
a lot of my hustle and bounce seemed to be 
fading out. I began to worry for fear I was 
losing my health until finally, without tell- 
ing Cecille, I consulted a doctor. He gave 
me a lot of expensive tests of various kinds 
over a period of two weeks, then called me 
to his office to report. 

The physician smiled. “You newlywed 
young fellows often run yourselves down,” 
he remarked. “So, my advice as your physi- 
cian is, get a full night’s sleep every 
night—by yourself.” 


STARED AT him, then I understood 

what he meant. And I tried to explain 
it to Cecille when I got home. But she 
didn’t seem to believe me. In fact, she 
hinted that I might not love her any more, 
that I must have an interest in some other 
woman. It was our first quarrel and it 
ended by her crying wildly and locking 
herself in her room. 

Came Christmas. I gave Cecille every- 
thing she thought she wanted—including 
an imported sports car. But even it didn’t 
lure her away from home very long at a 
time, and then only when / wasn’t there. 


And when I was there—— Well, like I said, | 


it was real rough. 
Among the holiday greetings I received 


was one from some place in Alabama, with 


no name or return address on the envelope, 
Inside was a gaudy Christmas card signed 
Percy and Minnie Pearl Haskins. There 
was a note on the back which read: 

“Dear Brother Richards: I often think of 
you. I really liked you and I am sorry I had 
to play such a dirty trick on you. I mean 
by tricking you into fooling around with 
Cecille, and then by letting you give me 
that money when you thought you we 
taking her away from me. But man, you dig 
me the biggest favor! 

“Tf you and Cecille are married, I recke 
you will know exactly what I mean. You 
wouldn’t recognize me now. I’ve gained 
twenty pounds and got a little pot on my 
belly, even. But of course, Minnie Pearl 
isn’t like Cecille (smiles). Maybe you re 
member her, the girl I introduced you 
that day in the barber shop. Well, she was 
just passing for my niece. She was my girl 
friend that Cecille took me away from. We 
are married now, and very happy, and 
hope you are the same, ha-ha. Your friend, 
Percy Haskins.” § 

After I read that, I tore it into small. 
pieces and went out for a long, long wall 

Yet, I knew I had only myself to blame, 
I had lusted for another man’s wife, and it 
made no difference if he had helped me t 
get her, without my knowing it. I had vie 
lated both the laws of God and man, an 
now I was paying for it, the hard way. 

I had also walked so much my legs ache 
with fatigue. I looked up to see where I 
and found myself right in front of my im 
posing big house, with our two expensi¥ 
cars parked in the driveway; and in 
big house a beautiful woman was waiti 
for me. Not only waiting, but coming out 
meet me. 

Will somebody kindly tell me what 

THE EN 





SCALP SICK WITH 
ITCH-DANDRUFF, 
GETS FAST RELIEF 


Cause of “itch” with its scaly, ugly 
flakes is quickly hit by secret 
penetrating sulfur formula 


@ Your hair couldn’t live without its sulfur 
content . . . that’s part of its normal make-up. 
But it’s actually on your scalp that this world- 
famous skin and scalp application gets in its 
really great work. Knocks out a lot of itch- 
causing, trouble making germs, quick. 
Howard’s “Belong” is the kind with the lanolin 
that carries the sulfur and tonic right into the 
hair and skin layers where nature does her own 
work to cure and beautify. For your hair and 
scalp’s sake, get Howard’s “Belong.” It works 
the way you want it to, or money back. Not 
sold in stores. Large jar, [) $1.75. Giant size, 
0 $3.00. Check the size you want. Cut out this 
ad and mail to: Howard Cosmetics, dept.AT26 
317 West 125th St., New York 27, New York, 
with your name and address printed plainly. 
Enclose your money with order and we pay 
postage and all charges. Or send no money and 
pay postman full price plus postage and C.O.D. 
charges. Order now! (Order No. C-120) 





GLAMOROUS Y 
with this exquisite imitati 
diamond dinner ring. Appro 
imately 3 carat center sto 
surrounded by 13 sparkli 
brilliants and set in imitat 
platinum. Send Y $2.0 
plus 20% Federal Tax. Ord 
now, only limited quantity” 
available. MONEY BACK 
not delighted. M & K Sale 
Dept. 1, P.O.Box 11721 Wagner Station, Los Angeles 47, Calif 





BY FAMOUS INDIAN CHEMIST 
1—JABOND! HERB JUICE Hair Pomade] 
for LONGER Hair. 
2—WALNUT JUICE Hair Blackener 
for ¥: BLACK HAIR. 
3—VITAMIN F Face Cream for o LIG! 
end SMOOTHER Com nion. 


(435 chemists 
per’ CBP O. BOX 223 Detroit 31. Mich 


GREEN, BLUE, ROSE, OR CLEAR 


RIMLESS SPORT GLASSES $98 


tshed. Guara 
nuine ground 
in rich gold pl 
frames, C u 
extra charge. S@' 
money. Pay Postman, plus postage on money back ¢ 
ELUS RAND CO., 2349 Milwaukee Ave., Dept. 1395, Chic: 








Jai 


y R 


Jal 
Gc 


ay R 





